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PETRARCH. 



The traveller between Rome and Florence, by the Per 
ugia road, usually makes a noon-halt at Arezzo^ and the 
ragged urchins of that decayed town, press eagerly around 
him and vociferously contend for the honour of being his 
guide to the house of Petrarch. In a few moments he 
stands before a homely, grey building,^ in a narrow and 
rude thoroughfare, upon the front of which is a marble 
tablet that proclaims it to be the humble dwelling where 
the poet was born, July 20th, 1304. An incident like 
this is apt to give an almost magical impulse to the wan- 
derer's thoughts. As he proceeds on his way through a 
lonely country, over which broods the mellow atmosphere 
of the South, he is long haunted by the tale of human 
love thus vividly recalled to his memory. He , muses, 
perhaps, with delight and wonder, upon the celestial power 
of genius which can thus preserve for the reverence and 
sympathy of after generations, one among the countless 
experiences of the heart. Literature has performed no 
more holy or delightful tasks than those dedicated to Af- - 
fection. The minds are few that can bring home to them- 
selves, with any cordial or benign effect, either the les- 
sons of history or the maxims of philosophical wisdom. 
Uncommon clearness and strength of intellect are neces- 
sary in order to appropriate suc\v \.e^cllv\xv^%. ^nsN. "^^ 
heart, with its ardent impulses «ndL ^wVcvfe \Ti&<YMiva.— ^^'^^ 
pleadings for sympathy, its tendex T^gte\a>\\a Vo»jficfl^^» 
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desires, its infinite capacity for devotedness and self-denial 
— the heart is the grand interpreter of its own rich memo- 
rials. This it is which renders Petrarch so near to us in 
feeling, although removed by centuries from this our ac- 
tual era. This it is which makes the transatlantic pilgrim 
gaze with emotion upon the spot of his nativity, and feel 
akin to him in being chartered with a similar, though 
perhaps undeveloped power and " strong necessity of lov- 
ing." It is not like a dry antiquarian research to sum- 
mon his person and character before us. As a man of 
civic and social responsibilities, he belongs to the thir- 
teenth century ; as a lover, he is a citizen of all time and 
a brother of all living men who find their chief joy, trial 
and inspiration, in the exercise and interchange of senti- 
ment. 

«* They keep his dust in Arqua where he died ; 

The mountain-village where his latter days 

Went down the vale of years ; and 'tis their pride— 

An honest pride, and let it be their praise, 

To offer to the passing stranger's gaze 

His mansion and his sepulchre ; both plain 

And venerably simple, such as raise 

A feeling more accordant with his strain. 

Than if a pyramid formed his monumental fane." 

It is not our intention to discuss the literary merits of 
Petrarch. This has been done too well and too often al- 
ready. It is to the spirit which dictated and which has 
• long been embalmed in his Sonnets, that we desired to 
call attention. Frequent doubts have, indeed, been cast 
upon the sincerity of these effusions. This, we imagine, 
results from the vain attempt to catch their legitimate 
meaning by a con&eciitive perusal. Devoted as they are 
to one subject, and cast in the same verbal form, a mono- 
tonous and artiScial impression is t\ie t\alvxi«\ ton^^^xi^xvo,^ 
ofreadhfg one after aaother, like \lie sVatiias ol ^V«i^ 
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poera. To be enjoyed and appreciated, they should be 
separately considered. Each sonnet was the expression 
of a particular state of feeling ; and it was not until after 
the poet's death that they were collected. Written at 
various times and in different moods, but always to give 
utterance to some particular thought or fantasy having 
reference to his love, there is necessarily more or less 
sameness pervading the whole. It is undeniable that 
many of the conceits are frigid, and betray the ingenuity 
of fancy rather than the ardour of passion ; but these 
arose from the habit of " thinking too precisely" — a char- 
acteristic of all meditative beings, and which is so admi- 
rably illustrated in Hamlet's speculations. It should also 
be borne in mind that Petrarch's inducement thus elabo- 
rately to depict the varied effects of love upon his nature, 
was to give vent to emotions which were denied any other 
channel of escape : 4 

** La vive voci m* erano iriterditti, I 

Ond' io gridai con carta e con inchiostro." • 1 

It is evident that he wrote chiefly from retrospection, 
and failed in the command of his mind, when under the 
immediate influence of deep tenderness or baffled desire : 

" Piu volte incomminciai di 8criver versi, 
Ma la penna e la mano e' I'intelletto 
Rimaser vinti nel primier asaalto." f 

This sufficiently proves the genuineness of his inspira 
tion. His allusions to the laurel-tree in reference to the 
name of his beloved, to the window at which he had seen 
her seated, to the waters beside which she had reposed, 
to the places in which he encountered her, and to her dress 

* The living voice was denied me, hence I sought utterance in 
wnritinir. 
/ Often I began to write verses, bnltYv^ ^en, >i)cLft \ckcA ^wv^ ^^ 
aJod were overcome at the first attempt. 
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«nd the colour of hef eyes and hair, her gait, her sakita^ 
lions, h^ smile, and her glances, are but the native OTer^ 
flowings of an ardent mind. It is the effect of ideality 
not only to exalt the actual into infinite possibility, but to 
reveal in detail every circumstance and association which 
Love has made sacred. Even those who can scarcely be 
deemed imaginative, are sensible of the magic agency of 
sounds, perfumes and the most ordinary visible objects 
connected, in their memories, with persons or localities 
singularly endeared. It is only requisite to extend this 
familiar principle to understand why Petrarch dwells with 
such fondness on the most trivial associations. They 
helped him to recall the past, to bring more distinctly be- 
fore him Ae image of Laura, and to realize more com- 
pletely the delicious though tyrannical sway of Love. 
The same explanation may be given of his constant ap- 
peals to Nature. The heart is thrown upon itself in love 
as in grief. Few, if any, fellow-beings, however near 
and dear, are fitted to share the confidence of our inmost 
affections. They have a sacredness, a delicacy, an indi- 
viduality which makes us shrink from exposing them 
even to friendly observation : 

" Not easily forgiven 
Are those, who, setting wide the doors that bar 
The secret bridal-chambers of the heart, 
Let in the day." 

The poet needed relief when denied sympathy, and 
therefore he apostrophised Nature, whose silent beauty 
wins but never betrays. It is worthy of remark that 
Petrarch was a skeptic in regard to love, as an enduring 
and deep principle of the human soul, until his own ex- 
perlence converted him so effectually to the faith. 

* 6 quel che in me non «r^ 



Mi pareva un miracolo in altivi.^ 
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Many liire and die knowing nothing of love oseept 
through their intellect Their ideas on the subject are 
jfancifal, because it has never been revealed by conscious* 
ness. Y€t it were to question the benignity of God, to 
believe that an element of our being so operative and 
subtle, and one that abounds chiefly in the good and the 
gified, is of light import or not susceptible of being ex*' 
plained by reason, justified by conscience, and hallowed 
by religion, and thus made to bear a harvest not only of 
delight but of virtue. Love, Petrarch maintains, is the 
crowning grace of humanity, the holiest right of the soul, 
the golden link which binds us to duty and truth, the re- 
deeming principle that chiefly reconciles the heart to life, 
and is prophetic of eternal good. It is a blessing or a 
bane, a weakness or a strength, a fearful or a glorious 
experience, according to the soul in which it is engen- 
dered. Let us endeavour to define its action and Tindi<« 
cate its worth, as set forth in the Sonnets of Petrarch. 

AU noble beings live in their affections. While this 
important fact has been «ver illustrated by poets, it is 
seldom fully recognized in moral systems or popular the- 
ology. Yet, if we would truly discern the free, genuine 
elements of character, the history of the heart affords the 
only authentic ground of judgment. Love has been, and 
is, so mightily abused, that in the view of superficial 
reasoners it becomes identified rather with feebleness than 
strength. Yet, in point of fieu^t, its highest significance 
can alone be realized by natures of singular depth and 
exaltation. To the unperverted soul, instead of a pas- 
time it is a discipline. Once elevated from a blind in- 
stinct to a conscious principle, it is the mighty tide which 
sways all that is solemn and eternal in life. To love, in 
one sense, is, indeed, little more than aiv axvVnveXxvet^^ixV^ \ 
but to lore nobly, profoundly — ^to \ove> aa ^-bAwcv^ ^^ 
St9el expresseis it^ " at once witk ibft mmdi «cA ni\^ '^o^ 
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heart/' to dedicate to another mature sympathies, is the 
noblest function of a human being. The fever of passion, 
the ignoble mofives, the casual impulses which belong to 
our nature, blend, it is true, with the exercise of all affec- 
tion, but love, in its deepest and genuine import, is the 
highest and most profound interest of existence. This 
is a truth but imperfectly understood ; but there are few 
spirits so utterly bereft of celestial affinities as not to re- 
spond more or less cordially, to every sincere appeal to a 
capacity so divine. All the folly of vain imaginations, 
all the coarseness of vulgar sensuality, all the scorn of 
mental hardihood, while they profane the name, can 
never violate the sacred realities of love. There have 
been, and there ever will be earnest and uncompromising 
hearts, who bravely vindicate a faith too native and actu- 
ating ever to be eradicated. Such natures can only rea- 
lize themselves through love, and in proportion to their 
integrity will be their consciousness of the glory of this 
attribute. They intuitively anticipate its pervading influ- 
ence upon their character and happiness. They feel 
that within it lies the vital points of their destiny, and 
through it their access to truth. The worid may long 
present but glimpses of what they ever watch to descry. 
Life may seem barren of a good never absent from their 
inward sense. At times, from very weariness, they may 
be half inclined to believe that the love for which they 
pray, is but a poetic invention, having no actual type. 
Witnessing so much apparent renunciation, they may, at 
last, regard themselves as vain dreamers, and look back, 
with bitter regret upon years of self-delusion. But the 
great want, the haunting vision, the prophetic need, assert 
themselves still ; and when, through self-denial and fer- 
vent trust, the dawn glimmers upon iheir souls, the lonely 
^y^i7 and restless fears of the mgYil ate ^ot^oVl^tv Vcv '^'^ ^ 
peace which the world can neilheT give tvot VdV^ wrvj^ 
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To some minds it may appear sacrilegious thus to inden- 
tify love with religion, but the sentiments rightly under* 
stood, are too intimately allied to be easily divided. It is 
through the outward universe that natural theology points 
us to a Supreme Intelligence ; and it is through the 
creature that spirits of lofty mould most nearly approach 
the Creator. Coleridge describes love as the absorption 
of self in an idea dearer than self. This is doubtless the 
only process by which the problem of human life is solved 
to exalted natures. It is in vain that you bid them find 
content, either in the pleasures of sense or the abstractions 
of wisdom, however keen their perceptions, or ardent 
their passions. They know themselves bom to find 
completion through another. A subtle and pleading ex- 
pectancy foretells the advent of a Messiah. They seek 
not, but wait It is no romantic vision, no extravagant 
desire, but a clear and deep conviction that speaks in their 
bosoms. This is the germ of the sweetest flower that 
shall adorn their being ; this is their innate pledge of 
immortality, and ceaselessly invokes them to self-respect* 
and glory. 

There is something essentially shallow in the play of 
character, until deep feeling gives it shape and intensity. 
The office of love is to induce a strong and permanent 
motive, and it is this process which concentrates all the 
faculties of the soul. Hence the satisfaction which follows ; 
— a condition wholly different from what was previously 
regarded as enjoyment. Through vanity and the senses, 
partial delight may have been obtained ; but it was a 
graft upon, rather than a product of the heart. The bles- 
sedness of true love springs from the soul itself, and is 
felt to be its legitimate and holiest fruit. Thus, and thus 
alone, is human nature richly developed, «Livd^^\^'a\.\\v- 
teresta of life wisely embraced. SViado^^ %\n^ n^v^ \» 
mUmtaace, vague wishes to peTmaneuX um^> YcAiS^L^xsX 
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moods to endearing associations, and vain desire to a 
" hope full of immortality." Man is for the first time 
revealed to himself, and absolutely known to another ; 
for entire sympathy, not friendly observation, is the key 
to our individual natures; and when this has fairly 
opened the sacred portal, we are alone no more forever ! 
Petrarch affords a good illustration of this subject, be- 
cause he has bequeathed a record of his experience, 
which fame has rendered classical. In him, as in every 
one, the influence of the sentiment was modified by par- 
ticular traits of character. It is not requisite that we re- 
gard him as the most unexceptionable example of a lover, 
in order to avail ourselves of the autobiography of th6 
heart which he left behind him. It is enough to acknowl- 
edge the fact that his career was mainly swayed by a 
feeling which, in most men, exerts but a temporary and 
casual agency ; and that the most genial outpourings of 
his soul have exclusive reference to its phases. It is not 
pretended that he is faultless; but the good taste of ages 
has hallowed his effusions, and, on this account, they 
furnish an authoritative exposition. In order to estimate 
aright these revelations, let us glance at their author as 
a man. 

He was, then, in relation to society, one of the most 

important personages of his time. With many his name 

is merely associated with the idle dreams of a minstrel, 

and his existence is recalled as that of an imaginative 

devotee, who lived chiefly to indulge his private tastes. 

That the case was far otherwise is indisputable. Few 

prominent men of that era so richly deserve the title of 

patriot. His love of country was fervent and wise, and 

his efforts in her behalf unremitted. The frequent and 

momentous political embassies to which he was appointed, 

and the cheerful zeal with which lYve^ viet^ ^\]\^^^>\^ 

proof enough of his political taletil and noVAft eii\«t^Ttt»» 



PSTRAEC9. 15 

The high consideration he enjoyed, both with princes and 
people, his steady friendship with individuals of high 
rank and influence, the interest he manifested in Kienzi's 
unsuccessful eflforts to restore Italy to freedom, his volu- 
minous correspondence on questions relating to the public 
weal, evince, among other facts, that he enacted no 
useless or ignoble part on the world's broad arena. Nor 
is this all. If Petrarch excelled the mass of every 
age in the refinement and earnestness of his affections, 
he was also far beyond his own in knowledge and 
liberality. We can trace in his writings the slumbering 
embers of the fiame afterwards kindled by Luther, and 
the same devotion to liberty, which in the progress of 
time, found scope and realization on this continent. The 
great principles of free government and religious inquiry, 
that in our day have become actual experiments, are 
discoverable in the ardent speculations and elevated 
desires of the bard of Laura. He was the uncompro- 
mising advocate of civil and ecclesiastical reform, and 
threw all the weight of his literary reputation into the 
scale of progress. This end he promoted more signally 
by learned researches and the circulation of ancient 
manuscripts, so as to become identified with the revival 
of letters. These objects were methodically pursued 
throughout his life. They formed no small portion of 
that external activity, which is so often wasted upon 
selfish objects, and this is in itself sufficiently glorious to 
vindicate his life from the charge of inutility. 

In estimating his moral traits, it should be remem- 
bered that the sunshine of fame made him conspicuous, 
and subjected his behaviour to a keener scrutiny than is 
the lot of the obscure. We may safely deem the judg- 
ment of contemporaries critical and seaidoAXi^^ ^^-^-oiSaJ^ 
as it 18 the usual fate of superior gifla lo aXU^cX ^\^x%^ 
ffbajvof^nvyr as jyell ^s a4mira\ioT^, TV^Uo^^^^w 
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of Petrarch have gleaned bat two authentic chatgw, 
which can, even in the view of more recent and enlight- 
ened moralists, sully the pervading brightness of his 
character. He was the father of two iUegitimate 
children — for whose temporal and spiritual welfare he 
amply provided. Such a fact, in those times, was not 
only regarded as venial from the license of manners that 
prevailed, but considered especially excusable in church- 
men, on account of their obligation to celibacy. All 
testimonies concur in representing his habitual course as 
remarkably exemplary, and the disgust and indignation 
he evidently feels at the dissolute manners of the papal 
court, as well as long years of pure and devoted love and 
studious retirement, assure us that Petrarch's soul was 
far above the baseness of habitual dissipation. He may 
have lapsed from strict virtue, but he never lost for her 
either his allegiance or sympathy. In an age fomous for 
libertinism and courtly adulation, he preserved to an 
extraordinary degree, his self-respect and purity of heart 
His native instincts rendered the pursuit of wisdom, 
communion with the great and godd of past times, the 
society of the learned and gifted, and the study of nature 
infinitely^ more attractive than any less ennobling plea- 
sures. Compared with those around him, his example 
was worthy of all praise, and a sincere vein of conscien- 
tious sensibility and repentant musing, mingles with and 
lends pathos and dignity to his strains of love. The 
other charge which has been preferred against him is 
vanity. This, however, seems from his own confession 
and the opinion of others, to have been a youthful weak- 
ness, chiefly manifested by a fondness for dress, which 
disappeared as soon as his mind and heart became inter- 
ested. He is described as quite indifferent to wealth, and 
of a singularly reserved and meek deme^iTvoxw, "^^ v^^ 
t>y nature and habit a severe siadetil* wA. ^fX\^XA^>» 
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meditate in the open air, and alternately lead the life of 
a recluse and a traveller, filling his mind with knowledge 
and reflection, and his heart with thoughts of love and 
piety. 

Such was the man who on the morning of Good Fri- 
day, at the church of Santa Clara, at Avignon, met 
Laura; their eyes encountered, and from that moment 
the destiny of his affections was sealed. The very idea 
suggested hy this fact, — that of love at first sight, doubt- 
less appears to the majority of readers, particularly those 
of northern origin, a piece of absurd romance. Yet, let 
us endeavour to regard it calmly and thoughtfully, and 
discover if there be no actual foundation for such an 
experience. Truthful human beings, whom the world 
has not perverted, express in their looks and manners, 
their genuine souls. Where there is depth of feeling, 
and pride of character, this natural language is still more 
direct and impressive. Such individuals, indeed, habitu- 
ally conceal their moods and sentiments under a veil of 
passionless reserve, or animal gaiety ; and when this is 
drawn aside, their tones and features only speak with 
more eloquent significance from the previous restraint. 
No medium is more true and earnest in thus conveying 
the heart's language than the ej^e. The cold and worldly 
may have deadened its beams by selfishness and cunning, 
and the sensualist can only summon thither an earthly 
and base fire ; but they of child-like frankness and 
undimmed enthusiasm, may utter by a glance more than 
words could unfold. It is then not a mere vagary of 
imagination, but a rational and perfectly credible thing, 
that the meeting of the eyes of two candid, noble beings, 
should reveal tham essentially to each other ; and such, 
we doubt not, was the case with Petraxeh ;v.wd lia>x\^. 
A rery Important principle is ii\vo\ved Vcv ^aslOiv «a 
jDa'dcnL It proveM that Love, in i\a Yn^e^X. %«QSfe^\% 
2 
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properly Becognition- Any m^n of winning address and 
knowledge of the M^orld, mayi by appeals to the passions, 
the interests or the unappropriated tenderness of a guile- 
less, confiding woman, win her to himself. But let him 
not iipagine that such an outrage to the majesty of Love, 
will secure to him its richest fruits. His pride may be 
gratified by the dependence of a fair and gentle being, 
and her endearments may afford a delightful solace in his 
listless hours. Over her person, her time, her actions, he 
may exercise |l permanent control. If she be infirm of 
purpose, she may become a domestic slave, the crea- 
ture or, at least, the honoured pet of her liege lord. The 
mass of women may, and probably do not feel conscious 
that their dearest rights have been thus invaded ; and 
men, in general, doubtless, think that their disinterested- 
ness is sufficiently indicated by providing all the external 
sources of comfort for the objects of their choice. There 
is but a limited degree of conscious wrong on either side. 
When no deep afifections, no intense sympathies crave 
gratification, society gains much, and the individual 
loses nothing by conventional alliances. But in questions 
of this nature, it must be ever remembered, that there 
are here and there, scattered i^mong the multitude of 
human beings, souls that do not slumber, hearts that 
have burst the chrysalis of vegetative life, and feel the 
tides of individual desires, hopes, and aspirations fear- 
.fully sway their pulses. Sacred are the pure instincts, 
holy before God, if not before man, the spiritual necessi- 
ties of such as these. If self-knowledge has come too 
late, if their outward fate is sealed before their inward 
wants have been revealed to their own consciousness, 
then to religion and self-control must they look to enable 
thew to fulfil the letter of the bond. Yet, in so doing, 
j'f they possess any true depth of c\iaT«ka\ftt, ^Key will 
.^eF^r /cgmprowi^ their higlcve^l pirnjkfe^^^» ^«1 "w*^ 



rSTRABOH. 19 

never pro&ne the sentiment of love by h]rpocrisy ; they 
will recognize and rejoice in their ideal when once 
encountered. In the solemn privacy of their bosoms, 
will be cherished the being to whom their hearts went 
instinctively forth. For the sake of this pure and deep 
sentiment, they will be faithful to outward duty, calm 
and trusting, and maintain self-respect and hope un- 
stained. Tennyson has drawn a portrcdt bitterly true to 
experience, of the influence of uncongenial bonds upon 
a large class of women, in ** Locksley HalL" But all of 
the sex are not the mere passive victims of habit and 
circumstance. A few peerless exceptions really live, — 
women, who through remarkable spirituality of character, 
or firm will, united to fine moral perceptions, prove 
superior to outward fate, and never permit the temple of 
their hearts to be crossed, save by the one, who, from 
afiinity of soul, is an authorized and welcome guest. 
There is a grandeur in such vindication of rights, too 
holy for human law to protect, but, at the same time, too 
ennobling and heavenly for virtue to abandon. — 

" Patience, quiet, toil, denial, — 
These though hard, are good for man ; 
And the martjrred spirit's trial 
Gain9 it more than passion can." 

It is on these principles that we account for the con- 
duct of Laura — a subject of endless discussion among 
the critics of Petrarch. The idea, that his love was 
wholly unreciprocated, is contradicted by the very nature 
of things. The truth is, a degree of mutual sentiment 
is absolutely necessary to keep affection alive for a great 
length of time. It is true we hear of instances that 
seem, at a superficial view, to justify a different conclu- 
sion ; hut, generally speaking, the maxlyxs lo «vxdci -'tomv 
deration at last discover that their paasioxi OT\^x«Xfc^ \Xi 
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the imagination, not the heart. There are evidences 
enough in the Sonnets of Petrarch, that his love was re- 
turned ; and we can scarcely conceive that a feeling of 
this kind, toward such a man, if once excited should be 
lukewarm or ill-defined. He speaks of Laura's " amo- 
roso sguardo," (loving glance) and of her turning pale at 
hearing of his intended absence. The very complaints 
he breathes of her pride, coldness, and reserve, betray a 
consciousness, on her part, more gratifying as proofs of 
interest, from such a woman, than the sweetest blandish- 
ments of the less sustained and magnanimous of the sex. 
It is probable that the conscientious behaviour of her hus- . 
band, gave Laura no just ground for breaking a contract 
into which she had voluntarily, though perhaps blindly, 
entered. Her children, too, had claims which were par- 
amount and sacred. Being, as her lover describes her, 
of a high nature, with a clear sense of right, and a rare 
degree of self-control, she regulated her conduct by the 
strictest law of propriety. She was too generous to fol- 
low out her inclinations, even if she felt them perfectly 
justifiable, at the expense of others. But while in out- 
ward act she was thus scrupulous, how easy it is for us 
to imagine the inner life of her heart ! There she was 
free. The world's cold maxims had no authority within 
her innocent bosom. She could brood with the tender- 
est devotion in her hours of solitude, over the gifts and 
graces of her lover. She could cherish every token of 
his regard. In society, in her walks, wherever they met, 
she was at liberty for the time, to realize in her soul, that 
he was her spirit's mate, the chosen, the beloved, the 
one in whose presence she alone found content ; whose 
love was the richest flower in her life's chaplet, arid the 
dearest hope that reconciled her to death. In this and a 
world of similar emotions, there was tvo vci?^^^\\\.^ . ^\wa 
the hoar she knew, by expexience, V\ie m^«iv\w« lA 
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Love, it is impossible, with a conscience so delicate 
she could have ever professed it for her- husband. 
Her obligations to him were those of duty, and, as far 
as he deserved it, respect Perhaps he never made a 
claim upon her sentiment ; perhaps he had not the soul 
to know its meaning. And here let us notice a beautiful 
trait of what many deem a weak passion, when it is 
awakened in superior natures. The very characteristics 
which induced Laura to preserve her decorum and to 
fulfil her duties — and which her lover often deemed cold 
and unkind — were those that won and kept his heart. 
Such a man would have wearied of a weak woman, liv- 
ing only in herself. His nature was too lofty to take 
advantage of feebleness. The same aspiring spirit that 
made him a patriot and a bard, exalted his character as a 
lover. Even in his affections he reverenced the divine 
principles of truth and equality. His chosen was a 
woman who understood herself, who had an intelligent, 
not a slavish need of him ; who, in the frank nobleness 
of womanhood, was his genial friend, whose pure and 
strong heart spontaneously responded unto his. Some 
of his most common allusions to her personal traits, and 
points of character, enable us readily to infer the nature 
of the charm that won and kept the poet's heart. He 
says, " rum era Vandar com mortale" (her movements 
were not mortal.) How much this expresses to the mind 
of one aware of the moral significance of a woman's air 
and gait ! Vangdica sembianza umile e plana ; (her 
angelic semblance meek and afifable,) combined with R 
lampeggiar delT angdico riso, (the flash of her heavenly 
smile,) give the most vivid idea of that union of ardour of 
soul with lofty principle, which is the perfection of the 
sex. Such phrases as Vumilita superba^ (proud humil- 
ity), U M tacere, fbeau tiful silence), dolci sdcgui V.^^^^'v. 
disdain), in aspetto pensoso animxi iieta^ V.^ ^^^ ^w^ 
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beneath a thoughtful aspect,) P atto che parla con silcTizio, 
(the act which speaks silently,) in alto ijUeUetto un puro 
cucn-e, (a pure heart blended with a high mind) — all con- 
vey the image of a woman endowed with fine perception, 
child-like tenderness, and moral courage — a union of 
qualities eminently fitted to create not merely love, but a 
love partaking of reverence, such a love as justifies itself, 
and cannot but produce, not only mutual delight, but 
mutual goodness. 

If Laura had been less of a character, she could not 
have so long and deeply interested Petrarch ; and if he 
had been equally self-sustained, she would have been 
more indulgent. The habits of the age, the presence of 
a licentions court, and the personal fame of her lover, 
threw mors dian ordinary impediments in the way of 
their intimate association, and rendered prudence singu- 
larly necessary. These causes sufficiently explain the 
behaviour of Lanm, who, as one of her biographers re- 
marks ** always seems to think that modesty and her 
own esteem are the most beautiful ornaments of a 
woman." It is evident that she preserved composure 
because his temperament was so excitable ; and through 
all the years of their attachment, it was her legitimate 
part continually to watch over the citadel of love, which 
his impatience would otherwise have betrayed. She 
was serene, modest, and self-possessed ; he, variable and 
impassioned. Hence they loved. Bach supplied the 
deficient elements of character to the other ; and found 
a secret and intimate joy, of which the voluptuary or 
worldly-wise never dream, in thus realizing the pniest 
depths and sweetest capacities of their natures. 

The ennobling influence of Petrarch's attachment is 
variously manife^sted. It raised him above the thraldom 
of sensuality, — 
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Da lei ti vien I'amorosd pens^ero 

Chie, mentre 1 se^ui al sommo Ben f inTia, 

Poeo prezzando gttel ch* ogiU uom desia.* 

It confinned his faith in immortality. After Laura's 
death, he assures us that he lived only to praise her. 
To (his event he alludes with beautiful pathos : 
Quando m()strai di chiuder gli occhi, apersi.f 

Then the vanity of the world became a thing of 
solemn conviction, and he turned to God with a single- 
ness ot faith nev^r before eitperienced. It was his only 
comfort to imagine her in • heaven ; and his great hope 
there to be reunited. He lived upon the memory of her 
graces, and was encouraged by her angel visits. He 
speaks of her, even while living, as associated with the 
idea of death : 

Chiamando Morte e Ui sola per noma.} 

This is true to the passion in its exalted form. There 
is no range infinite enough for deep sentiment but one 
which includes the perspective of a boundless future. 
Hence the melancholy of all great emotion. " Mio 
bene " (my good) is a simple but significant epithet 
which the poet habitually applies to the object of his 
affections ; and 

Pace tranquilla, senza alcum afiano,§ 

is the state of feeling that he declares is induced merely 
bj her glance. He blesses the day, the month, the 
year, the season, the moment, the country, and the very 
spot of their first meeting : 

* From thee comes the loving thought, foHowing which, T ara 
led to the supreme good, little prizing that which all men de- 
sire. 

t When she seemed to close hefr eyes, they opened. 

/ CaUing thee wad death by one name. 
§ Tranqml peace, without a akgle tiglk. 
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Benedetto sia '1 giorno e'l mese el'anno 
£ la stagione e'l tempo e Tora e P punto 
E '1 bel paese e'l loco ot' io fut giunto 
Da due be^jli occhi che legato m'hanno. 

He recognizes this overmastering sentiment as at once 
the highest blessing and the great discipline of his life ; 
and speaks of Love as his adversary as well as his 
delight. 

Sempre convien che combattendo vivo.* 

He is painfully sensible of the chains he wears, but 
feels such captivity superior tp freedom: 

11 giogo e le catene e i ceppi 

Eran piu dolce che 'I'andar sciolto.f 

In a word, all that is permanently beautiful in the 
harvest of his existence, he ascribes to his love : 

Onde s' alcum bel frutto 
Nasce dl me, da voi vien prima il seme, 
Jo per me son quasi un terreno asciutto 
Culto da voi ; et '1 pregio e* vostro in tutto.t 

Petrarch's constancy has been a subject of astonish- 
ment to those whose vivacity of feeling is infinitely 
greater than its depth. To such it is not love that the 
heart requires, so much as excitement. They have only 
a French perception of sentiment, and affair du ctmtr is 
the flippant term that best describes their idea of the part 
which the affections occupy in the scheme of happiness. 
A temporary indulgence of amatory feeling resorted to 
like equestrian exercises, or a cup of coffee, as an agree- 
able stimulant, an antidote for ennui, an available method 

• It is necessary that I always live fighting, 
t The yoke, the chains, and the bonds were more sweet than to 
go free. 
/ Hence, if any beautiful fruit grows in me, from thee came its 
seed. Of myself, I am, as it were, a barren fto\\» c\)lXiN«X«\ V] 
^ee. And all the product is thine. 
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of producing a sensation, to stir the vapid atmosphere of 
routine — such is love to those who marvel at constancy. 
Let them not take the holy name on their lips, at least, 
not the honest English word, hut make use of the Gallic 
synonyme — a term equally applicable to the experiences 
of the libertine and the fop. To a true human heart, 
there is no sadder necessity in life than that of incon- 
stancy ; for to such a one it can be occasioned but by one 
cause — the discovery of unworthiness. Has life a more 
bitter cup than this ? Time may dissipate one illusion 
after another, but yet the good and brave can look on 
calmly and hopefully, assured that 

" Better than the seen lies hid." 

But let distrust of the truth, the nobleness, the loyalty, 
the affection, the high and earnest qualities of a beloved 
being, once enter the soul, and a withering blight falb 
on its purest energies. Imagination may deceive, cir- 
cumstances overpower judgment, false blandishments 
captivate the senses, but the heart of the noble and 
ardent goes not permanently forth except to qualities 
kindred to itself. Around these, as embodied in an asso- 
ciated with a fair and attractive being, the sympathies 
entwine, and only the canker-worm of depravity can 
sever their tendrils. Repose is the natural state of the 
affections. Time deepens all true love. Its joys are 
richer as, day by day, mutual revelations open vistas of 
character before unknown. The very good sought in 
affection is permanence — the essential idea is to secure 
one congenial object of enduring delight, to which in 
despondency the heart can revert for consolation, in 
pleasure, for sympathy. It is to have the blissful con- 
sciouness amid every day scenes of barren toil or heart- 
less mirth, that we are independent o^ \J^^ ctQ^^, «ti\ 
'hare bread to eat which thev ktvovi uoX. ^i:^ '^^'• 
2* ^ 
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fdsced ccoAStmicy' ia indeed bq yi^ue. When there, is not 
a laf4ing^ basis £01 love^ for truth'^ sake, let it die out. 
N<> hptnbed means can nourish the richest flower of 
eaairth^ bolter that it should perish than have no original 
ndlality^ Yet, the lover is untrue to his vocation, if, 
vfhen^ hia beat feelings are elicited and reciprocated^ 
when hia yearnipg heart has found its twin, his weary 
head the bosom that is the pillow of its happy repose, 
hia overflowing tenderness the being who drinks in new 
life and profound content from his nurture — if, when 
these high and exacting conditions are satisfied, he do 
not will with all the energy of his moral nature, to avoid 
every temptation, even to casual infidelity. To the high 
and warm soul, there is no bond on earth like that of 
sentiment. And why ? It » the fipee choice, the^ i«a« 
ssbackied desire, the spontaneous self-dedication. The 
absence of outward chains only makes the inward 
consecratimi more absolute, even as the dictate of h(mour 
is more imperative with a high-toned man than all the 
authority of law or custom^ Indeed we suggest one 
undeniable fact to the scofiers at human nature-r-to thoso 
who believe not in its infinite capacities and divine in- 
stincts, and account for aU its phenomena on material 
principles — and that is, that sentiment controls pasaion^ 
When a human being of the strongest animal propensi- 
ties, loves, (that is, becomes intensely conscious of Uior- 
ough sympathy with, and peculiar devotioa fnr another,) 
the Ixxly itself acquires a sacredness> It is regarded as 
the shrine of a hallowing aifiection, whick the touch of 
an alien would desecrate^ It is sentiment only that 
raises human appetites above those of the brute ; and to 
the unperverted, the only real pleasures of sensa are 
those in which the soul intimately blends. Yet, another 
jnatijr»I inducement to constancy obtains. Hemmed in 
fy^ external oblijgvUione from infianay* wAk i«aA\jufi% 
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fvteret ebccking our personal ftction, aod forcing: ^ 
stream of natural feeling into formal channels, it is a 
glory and a joy, peculiar and almost supernal, to have 
one altar reared by our own hands, one worship sacred 
to us alone, one secret fountain which our instinct has 
disec^v^Kd in the wilderness of life, where we drink 
those sweet waters that alone can allay the thirst of the 
heart. Whoever sees any intrinsic difficulty in constant 
s^fectioB, or abandons any true sentiment^ except from 
the unfitness of its object, is not only ignorant of love, 
but independent of it. The heart that has really felt 
privation alone will appreciate abundance ; and can no 
more &il to maintain and cherish the greatest blessing 
of existence, when once it is absolutely realized, than 
the stars can renounce their orbits. 

Petrarch was true to Love, and developed its elements 
more richly through solitude. It is evident that his 
various joumeyings and political embassies, as well as 
his literary and social activity, were occasioned by a 
sense of duty,, and the healthful claims of his mental 
powers for scope and enterprise, rather than by ambition 
or any personal views. The reason devoted ncss and 
consistency are so rare in the world, is that people usually 
choose to dissipate instead of concentrating their feelings. 
Amusement is the very food of being to the majority of 
those who are not compelled by necessity to daily toil. 
To triumph in the circles of fashion, skim good-naturedly 
aloTsg the sar&ce of existence, think as little as possible, 
aod avoid att self-communion and earnestness of aim, is 
the philosophy of life to the mulcitude. Some adopt 
\hm course because they actually do not feel the need of 
any thing deeper or more sincere ; their natures are 
essentially shallow and capricious, and their joys and 
sailerin^ alike superficial. But olYieis, «3tt^ ^'a.%,'W« 

ijraipabie of better things! arenas \V^^m^^v^^Xi 
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from their true position by circumstances. They feel 
themselves above the ephemeral pleasures of society, 
and in point of fact realize no satisfaction in the indul- 
gence of minor tastes and light emotions. They have 
profound sympathies and magnanimous hearts. Some- 
times the poet's word or the orator's appeal, a breeze of 
spring, an outbreak of genuine sentiment in another — 
some gleam or echo from a true soul — touches the latent 
chords in their bosoms. They become, for a moment, 
conscious of the real ends of their being. Artificial life 
seems mean and shadowy. They have glimpses of 
reality, and perhaps retire to their chambers to weep and 
pray. 

At such times comes the vision of Love. Then it is 
seen how blest and happy is the heart that is absorbed in 
a worthy object, and lives wholly in its afiections. It is 
by communion with itself that love grows strong. The 
process of adaptation which is so familiar to women, grad- 
ually robs feeling of all depth and intensity. If very ele- 
vated in tone of mind, or very energetic in purpose, their 
freshness of heart may indeed survive long habits of this 

f kind. We sometimes encounter, even in the circles of 
gay life, a woman who has been idolized for years as 
beautiful or accomplished, who has long borne the name 
both of wife and mother ; but in her whole person, in 
the depths of her eyes, in the more earnest tones of her 
voice, we recognize a virgin soul. Such beings have 
been kept from perversion by strength of will, clear per- 
ception of right or rare purity of mind ; but one good has 
been denied them, one destiny they have as yet failed to 
achieve — their hearts are undeveloped. The legitimate 
object of their afiections has not appeared. The richest 
phase of their existence has not dawned. They have 
known marriagef admiration, conquest — but not love. 

Thus we feel it to have been with La\xia ^\ie\i ^^ ts«X 
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the poet. But few thus preserve their sympathies. It is 
characteristic of those who truly love, to sesk in medita- 
tion nurture for their sentiment. Only hy reflection can 
we realize any great emotion ; and it is by thought that 
feeling shapes itself into permanent and well defined 
vigour. The devotion of a man of meditative pursuits, 
other things being equal, is therefore infinitely more real 
and pervading than his whose heart is divided by schemes 
of fame or gain, and rendered frivolous by common-place 
associations. Accordingly Petrarch nourished his pas- 
sion by musing. As to all true lovers, other interests 
were wholly secondary and external to him, compared 
with the prevailing feeling of his heart. To enjoy, ay, 
and to suffer this — it was requisite to be alone, and the 
name of Vancluse is forever associated with vigils of the 
love, which found such enduring and graceful expression 
in his poetry. 
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It is sometimes both pleasing and profitable to recur 
to those characters in literary history who are emphati- 
cally favourites, and to glance at the causes of their popu- 
larity. Such speculations frequently afibrd more impor- 
tant resuhs than the mere gratification of curiosity. They 
often lead to a clearer perception of the true tests of genius, 
and indicate the principle and methods by which the com- 
mon mind may be most successfully addressed. The 
advantage of such retrospective inquiries is still greater 
at a period like the present, when there is such an ob- 
vious tendency to innovate upon some of the best-estab- 
lished theories of taste; when the passion for novelty 
seeks for such unlicensed indulgence, and invention seems 
to exhaust itself rather upon forms than ideas. In litera- 
ture, especially, we appear to be daily losing one of the 
most valuable elements — simplicity. The prevalent taste 
is no longer gratified with the natural. There is a 
growing appetite for what is startling and peculiar, seldom 
accompanied by any discriminating demand for the true 
and original ; and yet, experience has fully proved that 
these last are the only permanent elements of literature ; 
and no healthly mind, cognizant of its own history, is un- 
aware that the only intellectual aliment which never palls 
upon the taste, is that which is least indebted to extra ne- 
ous accompaniments for its relish. 
// js ever refreshing to revert to tel Y^ticc^W. T^^ 
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Study of the old masters may sometimes make the mod- 
ern artist despair of his own efforts ; but if he have the 
genius to discover, and follow out the great principle up- 
on which they wrought, he will not have contemplated 
their works in vain. He will have learned that devotion 
to Nature is the grand secret of progress in Art, and that 
the success of her votaries depends upon the singleness, 
constancy, and intelligence of their worship. If there is 
not enthusiasm enough to kindle this flame in its purity, 
nor energy sufficient to fulfil the sacrifice required at that 
high altar, let not ihe young aspirant enter the priesthood 
of art. When the immortal painter of the Transfigura- 
tion was asked to embody his ideal of perfect female love- 
liness, he replied-^there would still be an infinite dis« 
tance between his work and the existent original. In 
this profound and vivid perception of the beautiful in 
nature, we perceivs the origin of those lovely creations, 
which, ibr more than three hundred years, have delighted 
mankind. And it is equally true of the pen as the pen- 
cil, that what is drawn from life and the heart, alone bears 
the impress of immortality. Yet the practical faith of our 
day is diametrically opposed to this truth. The writers 
of our times are constantly making use of artificial engi-' 
nery. They have, for the most part, abandoned the in-' 
tegrity of purpose and earnest directness of earlier epochs. 
There is less faith, as we before said, in the natural ; and 
when we turn from the midst of the forced and hot^bed 
products of the modem school, and ramble in the garden 
of old English literature, a cool and calm refreshment 
mTigorates the spirit, like the first breath of mountain air 
to the weary wayfarer. 

There are few writers of the period more generally 
beloved than Dr. Goldsmith. Of hvs coutevcv^^Tvs.*^ 
Barke excelled him in splendor of d\cX\OTV, «xv^ "^^xiaxscL 
m depth of tboughu The formei coTi\.Va\x^« \a «svY^ ^ 
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larger share of admiration, and the latter of respect, ba^ 
the labours of their less pretending companion have se* 
cured liim a far richer heritage. of love. Of all posthu 
mous tributes to genius, this seems the most truly desira- 
ble. It recognizes the man as well as the author. It is 
called forth by more interesting characteristics than tal- 
ent. It bespeaks a greater than ordinary association of 
the individual with his works, and looking beyond the 
mere embodiment of his intellect, it gives assurance of an 
attractiveness in his character which has made itself felt 
even through the artificial medium of writing. The au- 
thors are comparatively few, who have awakened this 
feeling of personal interest and afilection. It is comLion, 
indeed, for any writer of genius to inspire emotions of 
gratitude in the breasts of those susceptible to the charm, 
but the instances are rare in which this sentiment is vivi- 
fied and elevated into positive afifection. And few, I ap- 
prehend, among the wits and poets of old England, have 
more widely awakened it than Oliver Goldsmith. I have 
said this kind of literary fame was eminently -desirable. 
There is, indeed, something inexpressibly touching in the 
thought of one of the gifted of our race, attaching to him- 
self countless hearts by the force of a charm woven in 
by-gone years, when environed by neglect and discour- 
agement. Though a late, it is a beautiful recompense,"^ 
transcending mere critical approbation, or even the reve- 
rence men ofifer to the monuments of mind. We can 
conceive of no motive to efifort which can be presented to 
a man of true feeling, like the hope of winning the love 
of his kind by the faithful exhibition of himself. It is a 
nobler purpose than that entertained by heartless ambi- 
tion. The appeal is not merely to the judgment and im- 
agination, it is to the universal heart of mankind. Such 
^me j's emphatically rich. It gains i\s poss^asot Nv^rm 
friends instead of mere admirers. To eaVa!bVva\k ^vick «sl 
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inheritance in the breast of humanity, were indeed wor- 
thy of sacrifice and toil. It is an ofiering not only to in- 
tellectual but to moral gpraces, and its possession argues 
for the sons of fame holier qualities than genius itself. 
It eloquently indicates that its subject is not only capable 
of interesting the general mind by the power of his crea- 
tions, but of captivating the feelings by the earnest beauty 
of his nature. Of all oblations, therefore, we de^ it the 
most valuable. It is this sentiment with which the lov- 
ers of painting regard the truest interpreters of the art. 
They wonder at Michael Angelo but love Raphael, and 
gaze upon the pensively beautiful delineation he has left 
us of himself, with the regretful tenderness with which 
we look upon the portrait of a departed friend. The dev- 
otees of music, too, dwell with glad astonishment upon 
the celebrated operas of Rosini and some of the German 
composers, but the memory of Bellini is absolutely loved. 
It is well remarked by one of Goldsmith's biographers, 
that the very fact of his being spoken of always with the 
epithet " poor " attached to his name, is sufficient evi- 
dence of the kind of fame he enjoys. Whence, then, the 
peculiar attraction of his writings, and wherein consists 
the spell which has so long rendered his works the fa- 
Tourites of so many and such a variety of readers ? 

The primary and all-pervading charm of Goldsmith is 
his truth. It is interesting to trace this delightful char- 
acteristic, as it exhibits itself not less in his life than in 
his writings. We see it displayed in the remarkable 
frankness which distinguished his intercourse with 
others, and in that winning simplicity which so fre- 
quently excited the contemptuous laugh of the worldly- 
wise, but failed not to draw towards him the more valua- 
ble sympathies of less perverted natures. Ml who have 
aketched his bit^mphy unite in decWiti^, \?wa\. V^ ^wsS.^ 
not dissemble ; and we have a goo4 V\\\jLS>V!^V\otL cJlVv^ 
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want of tact in concealing a defect, in the story which is 
related of him at the time of his unsuccessful attempt at 
medical practice in Edinburgh — when, his only velTst 
coat being deformed by a huge patch on the rigtii breast, 
he was accustomed, while in the drawing-room, to cover 
it in the most awkward manner with his hat. It was his 
natural truthfulness which led him to so candid and 
habitAl a confession of his faults. Johnson ridiculed 
him for so freely describing the state of his feelings dur- 
ing the representation of his first play ; and, throughout 
his life, the perfect honesty of his spirit made him the 
subject of innumerable practical jokes. Credulity is 
perhaps a weakness almost inseparable from eminently 
truthful characters. Yet, if such is the case, it does not 
in the least diminish our faith in the superiority and 
value of such characters. Waiving all moral considera- 
tions, we believe it can be demonstrated that truth is one 
of the most essential elements of real greatness, and 
surest means of eminent success. Management, chica- 
nery and cunning, may advance men in the career of the 
world ; it may forward the views of the politician, and 
clear the way of the diplomatist. But when humanity 
is to be addressed in the universal language of genius ; 
when, through the medium of literature or art, man 
essays to reach the heart of his kind, the more sincere 
the appeal, the surer its effect ; the more direct the call, 
the deeper the response. In a word, the more largely 
truth enters into a work, the more certain the fame of its 
author. But a few months since, I saw the Parisian 
populace crowding around the church where the remains 
of Talleyrand lay in state, but the fever of curiosity alone 
gleamed from their eyes, undimmed by tears. When 
Goldsmith died, Reynolds, then in the full tide of sue- 
cess, threw bis pencil aside in soxtow, aivd Bwxk<ei \.\vraftd 
/roju (he &st-brigbtening vision of leivowu, Xa ^ec^- 
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Truth is an endearing quality. None are so beloved 
as the ingenuous. We feel in approaching them that the ' 
look of welcome is unaffected — that the friendly grasp is 
from the heart, and we regret their departure iis an actual 
loss. And not less winningly shines this high and sacred 
principle through the labours of genius. It immortalizes 
history — it is the true origin of eloquence, and consti- 
tutes the living charm of poetry. When Goldsftiith 
penned the lines — 

" To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm than all the gloas of art," 

he furnished the key to his peculiar genius, and recorded 
the secret which has embalmed his memory. It was 
the clearness of his own soul which reflected so truly the 
imagery of life. He did but transcribe the unadorned 
convictions that glowed in his mind, and faithfully traced 
the pictures which nature threw upon the mirror of his 
fancy. Hence the unrivalled excellence of his descrip- 
tions. Rural life has never found a sweeter eulogist. 
To countless memories have his village landscapes risen 
pleasantly, when the "murmur" rose at eventide. 
Where do we not meet with a kind-hearted philosopher 
delighting in some speculative hobby, equally dear as 
the good Vicar*s theory of Monogamy ? The vigils of 
many an ardent student have been beguiled by his por- 
traiture of a country clergyman — brightening the dim 
vista of futurity as his own ideal of destiny ; and who 
has not, at times, caught the very solace of retirement 
from his sweet apostrophe ? 

The genius of Goldsmith was chiefly fertilized by ob- 
servation. He was not one of those who regard books 
as the only, or even the principal sources of knowledge. 
He recognised and delighted to study vVi^ \)LWWj\NXft\i \ssta 
Ro richly $prafid over the volume of ivaXwt^, fvxA ifiw^'i- 
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owed forth so variously from the scenes of every-day life 
and the teachings of individual experience. There is a 
class of minds, second to none in native acuteness and 
reflective power, so constituted as to flourish almost ex- 
clusively by observation. Too impatient of restraint to 
endure the long vigils of the scholar, they are yet keenly 
alive to every idea and truth which is evolved from life. 
Without a tithe of that spirit of application that binds the 
German student for years to his familiar tomes, they 
suffer not a single impression which events or 'character 
leave upon their memories to pass unappreciated. Un- 
learned, in a great measure, in the history of the past, 
the present is not allowed to pass without eliciting their 
intelligent comment. Unskilled in the technicalities of 
leiarning, they contrive to appropriate, with surprising 
facility, the wisdom born of the passing moment. No 
striking trait of character — no remarkable'effect in na- 
ture — none of the phenomena of social existence, escape 
them. Like Hogarth, they are constantly enriching 
themselves with sketches from life ; and, as he drew 
street-wonders upon his thumb nail, they note and 
remember, and afterwards elaborate and digest whatever 
of interest experience affords. Goldsmith was a true 
specimen of this class. He vindicated, indeed, his claim 
to the title of scholar, by research and study; but the 
field most congenial to his taste, was the broad universe 
of nature and man. It was his love of observation 
which gave zest to the roving life he began so early to 
indulge. His boyhood was passed in a constant succes- 
sion of friendly visits. He was ever migrating from the 
house of one kinsman or friend to that of another; and 
on these occasions, as well as when at home, he was 
silently but faithfully observing. The result is easily 
traced in his writings. Few awlhoxs, indeed, are so 
highly mdebted to personal obseivaVVou ioi ^w xcv^v^- 
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mlft. tt it well knotm that th^ original of the Viear of 
Wakefield was his own father. Therein has he em- 
bodied in a charming manner his early recollections of 
his parent, and the picture is rendered still more Com- 
plete in his papers on the ** Man in Black." The in- 
imitable de^ription, too, of the *' Village Schoolmaster^** 
is drawn from the poet's early teacher ; and the veteran, 
who " shouldered his crutch and told how fields were 
Won,^ had often sha»»l the hospitality of his &ther*s 
roof. The leading incident in '' She Stoops to Con- 
tjuer/' was his own adventure ; and there is little ques- 
tion/that, in the quaint tastes of Mr. Barchell, he aimed 
to exhibit many of his own peculiar traits. But it is not 
alone in the leading characters of his novel, plays and 
poems, that we discover Goldsmith's observing power. 
It is equally discernible throughout his essays and desul- 
tory papers. Most of his illustrations a*e borrowed 
from personal experience, and his opinions are generally 
founded upon experiment. His talent for i resh and vivid 
delineation, is ever most prominently displayed when he 
is describing what he actually witnessed, or drawing 
from the rich fund of his early impressions or subsequent 
adventures. No appeal to humour, curiosity, or imagi- 
nation, was unheeded ; and it is the blended pictures he 
eontrited to combine from these cherished associations, 
that impart so lively an interest to his pages. One mo- 
ment we find him noting, with philosophic sympathy, the 
pastimes of a foreign peasantry, and, another, studying 
the Operations of a spider at his garret window, — now 
busy in nomeoclating the peculiarities of the Dutch, and 
anon alluding to the exhibition of Cherokee Indisns. 
The natural effect of this thirst for experimental knowl- 
edge, was to beget a love for foreign UaveL kawst^r 
'wgly, i«v i2otf tfatt Goldsmith, aftet exViaxxaXAXk^^ ^^ Ti»:t- 
Mfw 0ink wrtob Ilk Jioiiitd meULt oqwMl wBi\iaa» i^. 
3 
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home, projected a continental tonr, and Ions' <^eru4ied 
the hope of visiting the East. Indeed, we could scarcely 
have a stronger proof of his enthusiasm, than the long 
journey he undertook and actually accomplished od foot 
The remembrance of his romantic wanderings over Hol- 
land, France, Germany, and Italy, imparts a nogukur 
* interest to his writings. It^was indeed worthy of a true 
poet that, enamoured of nature and delighting in the ob- 
servation of his species, he should thus manfully go 
forth, with no companion but his flute, and wander over 
these fair lands hallowed by past associations and exists 
ent beauty. A rich and happy era, despite its moments 
of discomfort, to such a spirit, was that year of solitary 
pilgrimage, Happy and proud must have been the ima- 
ginative pedestrian, as he reposed his weary frame in the 
peasant's cottage "beside the murmuring Loire;" and 
happier still when he stood amid the green valleys of 
Switzerland, and looked around upon her snow-capt 
hills, hailed the old towers of Verona, or entered the 
gate of Florence — the long-anticipated goals to which 
his weary footsteps had so patiently tended. If any 
thing could enhance the pleasure of musing amid these 
scenes of poetic interest, it must have been the conscious- 
ness of having reached them by so gradual and self- 
denying a progress. There is, in truth, no more charac- 
teristic portion of Goldsmith's biography, than that which 
records this remarkable tour; and there are few more 
striking instances of the available worth of talent Un- 
like the bards of old, he won not his way to shelter and 
hospitality by appealing to national feeling ; for the lands 
through which he roamed were not his own, and the lay 
of the last roins rel had long since died away in oblivion. 
But he ^ined the ready kindness of the peasantry by 

playing the Sate, as they danced in liHia m\«r«%\u ^t tftil ; 

Mod won the fkrour of the kamed \rj DOSCMiilvli ^\iQ!tac- 
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on at the convents and universities — a method of re- 
rarding talent which was extensively practised in 
Sarope at that period. Thus, solely befriended by his 
^its, the roving poet rambled over the continent, and, 
otwithstanding the vicissitudes incident to so precarious 
mode of seeing the world, to a mind like his, there was 
mple compensation in the superior opportunities for ob- 
BTvation thus afibrded. He mingled frankly with the 
eople, and saw things as they were. The scenery 
rhich environed him flitted not before his senses, like 
lie shifting scenes of a panorama, but became familiar to 
is eye under the changing aspects of time and season, 
fanners and customs he quietly studied, with the ad- 
«ntage of sufficient opportunity to institute just compar- 
lons and draw fair inferences. In short. Goldsmith was 
kO tyro in the philosophy of travel ; and, although the 
ourse he pursued was dictated by necessity, its superior 
emilts are abundantly evidenced throughout his works. 
We have, indeed, no formal narrative of his joumeyings ; 
at what is better, there is scarcely a page thrown ojQT, to 
opply the pressing wants of the moment, which is not 
nriched by some pleasing reminiscence or sensible 
bought, garnered from the recollection and scenes of 
[lat long pilgrimage. Nor did he fail to embody the 
irominent impressions of so interesting an epoch of his 
hequered life, in a more enduring and beautiful form. 
Phc poem of " The Traveller," originally sketched in 
{witzerland, was subsequently revised and extended. It 
ras the foundation of Goldsmith's poetical fame. The 
nhject evinces the taste of the author. The unpretend- 
og vein of enthusiasm which runs through it, is only 
qiialled by the force and simplicity of the style. The 
i^id sketches of the several countt\e« \X '^%^Tk\9^^ vs^ 
igaroas and pleasing ; and the Teftec\\oT« VQ^«t«^K«R^^ 
vand with that truly humane spiiit, waii. <toX ^fi«\^ ^^rsfi^- 
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pathy with the good, the heautifal, and the true, whicl^ 
distinguishes the poet. This production may he regard- 
ed as the author's first deliberate attempt in the career of 
genius. It weot through nine editions during his life, 
and its success contributed, in a great measure, to en- 
courage and sustain him in future and less genial efibrta. 
The faults which are said to have deformed the char- 
acter of Goldsmith, belong essentially to the class of 
foibles rather than ahsolute and positive errors. Becent 
biographers agree in the opinion, that his alleged devo- 
tion to play has either been grossly exaggerated, or was. 
but a temporary mania ; and we should infer from his 
own allusion to the subject, that he had* with the fiexi- 
bility of disposition that belonged to him, yielded only so 
far to its seductions as to learn from experience the 
supreme foUy of the practice. It is at all events certain, 
that his means were too restncted, and his time, while in 
London, too much occupied^ to allow of his enacting the 
part of a regular and professed gamester ; and during 
the latter tmd most busy years of his life, we have the 
testimony of the members of the celebrated club to 
which be was attached, to the temperance and industry 
of his habits. Another, and in the eyes of the world, 
perhaps, greater weakness recorded of him, was a mawk- 
ish vanity, sometimes accompanied by jealousy of more 
successful competitors for the honours of literature. Some 
anecdotes, illustrative of this unamiable trait, are pre* 
served, which would amuse us, were they associated 
with less poble endowments or a more uninteresting 
character. As it is, however, not a few of them chal- 
lencfe credulity, from their utter want of harmony with 
certain dispositions which he is universally allowed to 
have possessed. But it is one of the greatest and most 
common erron in judging of chaiaclext Vo \Ak« «xl Isola- 
t9d gad partial, iitstead of % broad axid» cAm^gc^^AWin^ 



GOLDSMITH. 41 

▼lew of the Tarioas qualities which go to form the man, 
and the peculiar circumstances that hare influenced their 
development. Upon a candid retrospect of (Goldsmith's 
life, it appears to us that the display of vanity, which in 
the view of many are so demeaning, may be easily and 
satisfactorily^ explained. Few men possess talent of any 

• kind unconsciously. It seems designed by the Creator, 
that the very sense of capacity should Urge genius to fulfil 
its mission, and support its early and lonely efforts by the 
earnest conviction of ultimate success. To beings thus 
endowed, the neglect and contumely of the world — the 
want of sympathy — ^the feeling of misappreciation, is 
often a keen sorrow felt precisely in proportion to the 
susceptibility of the individual, and expressed according 
as he is ingenuous and frank. 

In the case of Goldsmith, his long and solitary strug- 
gle with poverty— his 3rears of obscure toil — his ill-suc- 
cess in every scheme for support, coupled as they were 
with ah intuitive and deep consciousness of mental 
power and poetic gifts, were calculated to render him 
painfully alive to the superior consideration bestowed 
upon less deserving but more presumptuous men, and 
the anroerited and unjust disregard to his own claims. 
Weak it undoubtedly was, for him to give vent so child* 
ishly to such feelings, but this sprung from the spontane- 
ous honesty of his nature. He felt as thousands have 
felt under similar circumstances, but, unlike the most of 
men, *' he knew not the art of concealment." Indeed, 
this free-spoken, and candid disposition was inimical to 
his success in more than one respect. He was ever a 
careless talker, unable to play the great man, and in- 
stinctively preferring the spontaneous to the formal, and 
*' thinking aloud" to studied and cixcwms^cX ^^%^« 
The ^' exquisite sensibility to contetnpl,'' Xoo^^wVv^V^ 

confesses belonged to him, frequently inAnce^L wv ^^^^ft^x- 
5* 
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aaee ef conceit, wheA no undhe sluuro Miistod: Tbo 
truth 18, the legitimate pride of talent, iot want of fipeo 
and natural scope, ofitea exhibited itself in Gk>ldsniitk 
gDeatly to his disadvantage. The fault was rather in his 
destiny than himself. He ran away from college with 
the design .of embarking for America, because he was 
reproved by an unfeeling tutor before a convivial party 
of his friends; and descended to a personid rencontre 
with a printer, who impudenUy delivered Dodsley's refu- 
sal that he should undertake an improved edition of Pope. 
He concealed his name when necessity oMiged him to 
apply for the office of Usher ; and received visits and 
letters at a fashionable cofiee-house, rather than expose 
the poorness of his lodgings. He joined the crowd to 
hear his own ballads sung when a student ; and openly 
expressed his wonder at the stupidity of people, in pre- 
ferring the tricks of a mountebank to the society of a man 
like himself. While we smile at, we cannot wholly 
deride such foibles, and are constrained to say of Gold- 
smith as he said of the Village Pastor— 

<* And e*en his failings leaned to rirtue's side.** 

It is not easy to say, whether the improvidence of our 
poet arose more from that recklessness of the future, 
characteristic of the Irish temperament, or the singular 
confidence in destiny which is so common a trait in men 
of ideal tendencies. It would naturally be supposed, 
that the stem lesson of severe experience would have 
eventually corrected this want of foresight. It was but 
the thoughtlessness of youth which lured him to forget 
amid tlie convivialities of a party, the vessel on board 
which he had taken passage and embarked his effects, on 
his first experiment in travelling ; but later in life, we 
Jiad him wanderiDg out on the first evemxv^^^ hi^ arrival 
lit JEdiaburgb, virjthoat noting the bttcei ot uxitaNsfci ^\\isa 



IddgfingB ; inviting a partj of 8teng«ra in a paUi^. gatw 
den to tfllce tea with him, without a sixpence in his pocket ; 
and bhstinately persisting, during his last iUness, in 
taking a fitvoarite medicine, notwithstanding it aggravated 
hi9 disease. A life of greater vicissitude it would he 
difficnlt to find in the annals of literature. ^ Butler and 
Otway were, indeed, victims of indigence, and often 
perhaps, found themselves, like our hard, <* in a garret 
writing for bread, and expecting every moment to he 
donned for a milk^score,** hut the biography of Gold- 
smith displays a greater variety of shifts resorted to for 
subsistence. He was successively an itinerant musician, 
a half-«tarved usher, a chemist's apprentice, priVate tutor, 
law -student, practising physician, eager disputant, hack* 

* writer, and even, for a week or two, one of a company 
of strolling players. In the History of George • Prim- 
rose, he is supposed to have described much of his per- 
sonal experience prior to the period when he became a 
professed litterateur. We cannot but respect the ind^ 
pendent spirit he maintained through all these stiHiggles 
with adverse fortune. Notwithstanding his poverty, the 
attempt to chain his talents to the service of a political 
&ction by mercenary motives was indignantly spurned, 
and when his good genius proved triumphant, he 
preferred to inscribe its firsit acknowledged ofisprihg to his 
brothel, than, according to the servile habits of the day, 
dedicate it to Any aristocratic patron, << that thrift might 
follow fawning." With all his incapacity for assuming 
dignity, Goldsmith never seems to have forgotten the 
self-respect becoming one of nature's nobility. 

The high degree of excellence attained by Goldsmith 
in such various and distinct species of literary effort, is 
worthy of remark. As an essayist he has contributed 
some of the most pure and graceful 8^\uv&w% qH "^t^^* 

Ushpneo difco^erabh m the whole taxig^ <A ViNKMs^^^ 
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His beet comedy continues to maintain much of its Ofi- 
ginal popularity, notwithstanding the revolutions which 
public taste has undergone since it was first produced ; 
and " The Hermit *' is still an acknowledged model in 
ballad writing. If from his more finished works, wb 
turn to those which were thrown off under the pressing 
exigencies of his life, it is astonishing what a contrast fd 
subjects employed his pen. During his college days, he 
was constantly writing ballads on popular events, which 
he di3po6ed of at &ve shillings each, and subsequently, 
after his literary career had fairly commenced, we find him 
sedulously occupied in preparing prefaces, historical com- 
pilations, translations, and reviews for the booksellers; 
one day throwing off a pamphlet on the Cock- Lane Ghost, 
and the next inditing Biographical Sketches of Beau 
Nash ; at one moment, busy upon a festive song, and at 
another deep in composing the words for an Oratorio. It 
is curious, with the intense sentiment and finished pictures 
of fashionable life with which the fictions of our day 
abound, fresh in the memory, to open the Vicar of Wake* 
field. We seem to be reading the memoirs of an earlier 
era, instead of a different sphere of life. There are no 
wild and improbable incidents, no startling views, and 
with the exception of BurchelPs incognito, no attempt to 
excite interest through the attraction of mystery. And 
yet, few novels have enjoyed siich extensive and perma- 
nent favour. It is yet the standard work for introducing 
students on the continent to a knowledge of our language, 
and although popular taste at present demands quite a 
different style of entertainment, yet Goldsmith's novel is 
often reverted to with delight, from the vivid contrast it 
presents to the reigning school ; while the attractive pio 
ture it afifords of rural life and humble virtue, will aver 
Tender it intrinsic&]]y dear and valuable. 
But the '' Deserted Village ** la^ oi aX\Q<^^^ABKk>^%'^«ki' 
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diietions, unqaestiooably the favoiirite. It carries back 
the mind to the early season of life, and re-asserts the 
power of unsophisticated tastes. Hence, while other po- 
ems grow stale, this preserves its charm. Dear to the 
heart and sacred to the imagination, are those sweet de« 
lineations of unpenrerted existence. There is true pa- 
thos in that tender lament over the superseded sports and 
ruined haunts of rustic enjoyment, which never fails. to 
find a response in every feeling breast. It is an elabo- 
rate and touching epitaph, written in the cemetery of the 
world, over what is dear to all humanity. There is a 
truth in the eloquent defence of agricultural pursuits and 
natural pastimes, thatsteab like a well-remembered strain 
over the heart immersed in the toil and crowds of cities. 
There is an unborn beauty in the similes of the bird and 
her ** unfledged ofispring," the hare that " pants to the 
place from whence at first he flew," and the '' tall clifi* 
that lifts its awful form," which, despite their familiarity, 
retain their power to delight. And no dear and suscep- 
tible mind can ever lose its interest in the unforced, un- 
exag^rated and heart-stirring numbers, which animate 
with pleasure the pulses of youth, gratify the mature 
taste of -manhood, and fall with a soothing sweetness 
upon the ear of age. 

We are not surprised at the exclamation of a young 
lady who had been accustomed to say, that our poet was 
the homeliest of men, after reading the " Deserted Village" 
— ^ I shall never more think Dr. Goldsmith ugly !" This 
poem passed through five editions in as many months, 
and from its domestic character became immediately 
popular throughout England. Its melodious versifica- 
tion is doubtless, in a measure, to be ascribed to its au- 
thor's musical taste, and the fascinating ease of its flow 
is the result of hng study and careful xevis\0Ti. "^oi^xw^ 
jg auae deceitful ih&a the apparent &K^\.iv^ c^s^x^ii^s^ \ci 
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poetry. No poet exhibits more of this chctracte^slid Am 
Ariosto, and yet his manuscripts are filled with erasures 
and repetitions. Few things appear more negligently 
graceful than the well-arranged drapery of a statue, yet 
how many experiments must the artist try before the de- 
sired effect is produced. So thoroughly did the author 
revise the '^ Deserted Village/' that not a single original 
line remained. The clearness and warmth of his style 
is, to my mind, as indicative of Goldsmith's truth, as the 
cemdour of his character or the sincerity of his sentiments. 
It has been said of Pitt's elocution, that it had the effect 
of impressing one with the idea that the man was greater 
than the orator. A similar influence it seems to roe is 
produced by the harmonious versification and elegant dic- 
tion of Goldsmith. 

It is not, indeed, by an analysis, however critical, of 
the intellectual distinctions of any author, that we can 
arrive at a complete view of his genius. It is to the feel- 
ings that we must look for that earnestness which gives 
vigour to mental efforts, and imparts to them their peculiar 
tone and colouring. And it will generally be found that 
what is really and permanently attractive in the works of 
genius, independent of mere diction, is to be traced rather 
to the heart than the head. We may admire the origi- 
nal conception, the lof\y imagery or winning style of a 
popular author, but what touches us most deeply is the 
sentiment of which these are the vehicles. The fertile 
invention of Petrarch, in displaying under such a variety 
of disguises the same favourite subject, is not so moving 
as the unalterable devotion which inspires his fancy and 
quickens his muse. The popularity of Mrs. Hemans is 
more owing to the delicate and deep enthusiasm than to 
the elegance of her poetry, and Charles Lamb is not less 
attractive for his kindly affecuons thatv ^ot Vv\^ c\M^\ivt hu- 
JBoar. Not a little of the peculiar cViaLTWi ol Qtc^!^a\s\V^i^\a 
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attribntabh to the excellence of his heart Here taUiNf 
woald scarcely have sufficed to interpret and display so 
eochantingly the humble characters and scenes to which 
his most brilliant efforts were devoted. It was his sin- 
cere and ready sympathy with man, his sensibility to suf- 
fering in every form, his strong social sentiment and his 
amiable interest in all around, which brightened to his 
mind's eye, what to the less susceptible is unheeded and 
obscure. Naturally endowed with free and keen sensi- 
bilities, his own experience of poivation prevented them 
from indurating through age or prosperity. He cherished 
throughout his life an earnest fajth in the better feelings 
• of our natare. He realized the universal beauty and 
power of Love ; and neither the solitary pursuits of lite- 
mture, the elation of success, nor the blandishments of 
pleasure or society, ever banished from his bosom the 
generous and kindly sentiments which adorned his char- 
acter. He was not the mere creature of attainment, the 
reserved scholar or abstracted dreamer. Pride of intel- 
lect usurped not his heart Pedantry congealed not the 
fountains of feeling. He rejoiced in the exercise of all 
those tender and noble sentiments which are so much 
more honouraUe to man than the highest triumphs of 
mind. And it is these which make us love the man not 
less than admire the author. Goldsmith's early sympa- 
thy with the sufferings of the peasantry, is eloquently 
expressed in both his poems and frequently in his prose 
writings. How expressive that lament for the destruc- 
tion oi the ' Ale-House ' — that it would 

* No more impart 
An- hour's importance to the poor man's heart' 

There b more true benevolence in the feeling which 
prompted sack a thought, than in a\l tVie coW «Xk^ ca^^sqc- 
JmUb^ pbihmphy with which so many er^t U^ ^e<9^Mii 
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tbe lower classes in these Aajb of ultnk-refonn. When ] 
shall we learn that we must sympathise with those wrej 
would improve ? At college, we are told, one bitter night 
Goldsmith encountered a poor woman and her in&nts 
shivering at the gate, and having no money to give them, 
bringing out all his bed-dothes to keep himself from 
freezing, cut open his bed and slept within it When 
hard at work earning a scanty pittance in his garret, he 
spent every spare penny in cakes for the children of his 
poorer neighbours, and. when he could do nothing else, 
taught them dancing by way of cheering their poverty. 
Notwithstanding his avowed antipathy to Baretti, he vis- 
ited and relieved him in prison; and when returning 
home with the 100/. received from his bookseller for the 
* Deserted Village/ upon being told by an acquaintance 
he fell in with, that it was a great price for so little a 
thing, replied, * Perhaps it is more than he can afibrd,' 
and returning, ofiered to refund a part To his poor coun- 
trymen he was a constant benefactor, and whUe he had a 
sbilling was ready to share it with them, so that they fa- 
miliarly styled him * our doctor.' In Leyden, when on 
the point of commencing his tour, he stripped himself of 
all his /unds to send a collection of flower-roots to an un- 
cle who was devoted to botany ; and on the first occasion 
that patronage was offered him, declined aid for himself, 
to bespeak a vacant living for his brother. In truth, his 
life abounds in anecdotes of a like nature. We read one 
day of his pawning his watch for Pilkington, another of 
his bringing home a poor foreigner from Temple gardens 
to be his amanuensis, and again ot his leaving the card- 
table to relieve a poor woman, whose tones as she chanted 
some ditty in passing, came to him above the hum of 
gaiety and ifidicated to his ear distress. Though the fre- 
guent and undeserved subject of Ulexai^ ^b^^e^ he was 
never known to write severely agamsl stn-)! one. 
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His talents were sacredly devoted to the cause X>( rirtue 
apd humanity. No malignant satire ever came from his 
pen. He loved to dweU upon the beautiful vindications 
in Nature of the paternity c^ Ood, and expatiate upon ihe 
noblest and most universal attributes of man, *If I 
were to love you by rule,' he writes to his brother, ' I 
dare say I never could do it sincerely.' There was in 
his nature, an instinctive aversion to the frigid ceremo- 
nial and meaningless professions which so coldly imitate 
the language of feeling. Goldsmith saw enough of the 
world, to disrobe his mind of that scepticism bom of cus- 
tom which * makes dotards of us all.' He did not wan- 
der among foreign nations, sit at the cottage fire side, nor 
mix in the thoroughfare and gay saloon, in vain. Travel 
liberalized his views and demolished the barriers of local, 
prejudice. He looked around upon his kind with the 
charitable judgment and interest born of on observing 
mind and a kindly heart — * with an infinite love, an infi- 
nite pity.' He delighted in the delineation of humble 
life, beoiuse he knew it to be the most unperverted. 
Simple pleasures warmed his fancy because he had learn- 
ed their preeminent truth. Childhood with its innocent 
playfulness, intellectual character with its tutored wis- 
dom, and the uncultivated but * bold peasantry,' interested 
him alike. He could enjoy an hour's friendly chat with 
his fellow lodger — the watchmaker in Green Arbor 
Court — not less than a literary discussion with Dr. John- 
son. • I must own,' he writes, * I should prefer the title 
of the ancient philosopher, viz. ; a Citizen of the World, 
— to that of an Englishman, a Frenchman, an European, 
or that of any appellation whatever.' And this title he 
has nobly earned, by the wide scope of his sympathies 
and the beautiful pictures of life and nature uiviv^ts^U^j 
reccgnjzed and universally loved, wViic\i \ia.ve ^^t^^Wca 
nsme orer the world. Pilgrims to tJie svipTfoa^^ ^c«aRs ^\ 
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the Deserted Village have long since carried away every 
vestige of the hawthorn at Lissoy, hut the laurels of 
Goldsmith will never he garnered by the hand of time, 
or blighted by the frost of neglect, as long as there are 
minds to appreciate, or hearts to reverence the household 
lore of English literature. 



GRAY. 



CoTmTLESS are the modifications of the poetic fiiculty. 
In some natures it is fervent and occasional ; in others, 
cahn and prevailing. ' In the impassioned heart it is a 
necessary channel for the healthy development of feel- 
ing; in the contemplative and gentle hosom it sheds a 
patient and soothing light, like the beams of the moon on 
the current of reflection. It is *' an ocean to the river of 
his thoughts '' to one man, bearing in one direction his 
every idea and sentiment, colouring with a gloomy shade 
or rosy glow his conversation and his reveries, and 
weaving an illusive atmosphere around every phase of his 
experience. To another it is a subordinate element, de- 
pendent for its activity upon rare excitement and only 
tinging, almost imperceptibly, the pictures of memory and 
hope. Burns turned to poetry as a requisite medium of 
expression, the natural language of his soul. Byron 
found in its free and glowing strains a response to the 
earnest pleadings of his heart To Goldsmith it seems a 
mirror for the beautiful sentiments he cherished; to 
Moore, a gracefol echo for his patriotic and convivial 
sympathies. Poets of this class may be said to cultivate 
verse because to them life has touching mysteries and 
earnest meanings which verse can best interpret But 
there is another $peeie8 of rhymers to ^\inisi v^Xr) S& 
rmther m jdetMot accident than a necesut^^ i^ ^Vs^X wcBcl- 

tmbar ihm an ardaiit paaaiou, % i^iXJi^ ^\ ^mm 
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more than of feeling. To this order of versifiers we are 
often indebted for the advancement of poetry as an art. 
Their muse is sufficiently tranquil to be guided with 
great circumspection. They accordingly have the even- 
ness of pulse and the calmness of eye which is wanted 
to select, compare, revise and polish. Their effusions 
often exhibit a metrical ingenaity, a choice of words and 
a nicety of design and finish which admirably serve to 
refine the standard of poetic taste. Before these classic 
BAodels careless habits of versification gradually disap- 
pear. Correctness comes to be r^arded as an essential 
quality of standard verse. In a word, the man of ardent 
fiincy and strong feelings is forced to acknowledge thai 
art is as necessary for the success of his poem as nature. 

The thoughts which demand utterance must be array- 
ed in a form beautiful from its symmetry and true con- 
struction. The casket must be elaborately finished, or 
the gems it enshrines will scarcely be apprcfciated. And 
thus, by degrees, poetical diction and metre became 
varied in beauty and elevated in style ; and the bard 
often exhibits as much genius in the felicitous arrange- 
ment as in the intrinsic excellence of his musiniz^. 
Among the poetic artists who have furnished highly fin- 
ished exemplars of English poesy, is Thomas Gra^T* 
Although but a small contributor, as regards the amount, 
to the jewels of the lyric crown, he is one of the most 
successful of those who have brought the chaste work- 
manship of the scholar to the service of the muse^ 

No frenzy of youthful sentiment hurried Gray into 

poetry. He was always more absorbed with the cieer 

tions of other minds than his own. Perhaps the strongi- 

est tendency of his nature was the liberal curiosity which 

iaMd0 the jMirsuil of knowledge ae dear to him thai be 

^v'st^ codteii t to bacooM a priest exYi)Kd[kn^A« 19U>3istuii^ 

Aoc Aam ihm eequesteiod wtlkft o! %«&%«» ^aS%«>»^'MV 
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into the excitements of a professional career. His youth* 
ful draughts at the ** Pierian spring,** instead of bracing 
him for immediate action in the sphere of the world, only 
awakened a deeper thirst ; and although, to please his 
relatives, he became nominally a bachelor of hiws, hie 
entire life was in fact that of a devoted scholar. He 
studied with no purpose of immediate utility, but to sat- 
isfy that craving for large and varied knowledge which 
was his ruling passion. He presents one of those singu- 
lar exceptions, so rarely found among men of talent in 
Eng^d, by whom retirement and books are deliberately 
choeen in preference to politics, diplomacy, a profession or 
authorship. In the south of Europe, where despotism 
80 efiectually closes the avenues to distinction, it is in- 
deed a common thing to see intellectual men devote them- 
selves unobtrusively to the pursuit of some branch of 
science or literature. Many an enthusiast reaches a 
happy old age in chase of his favourite phantom. Ques- 
tions in philology, historical researches, the study of an- 
tiquities, and various other fields of mental exercise, be- 
guile minds that would fain, in the prime of their 
activity, have sought more genial and original occupation. 
But in England and the United Stales the gifted and 
educated man, of limited means, is soon drawn into the 
vortex of action, and becomes a competitor for the prizes 
of life. There is something in the very blood of the 
North which prompts her children to usefulness and 
honour. It requires no little resolution to stand aside and 
look on, when all around are in hot pursuit of wealth and 
fame. Gowper indeed fled from the crowd, but he was 
driven by a sad necessity. Gray perhaps felt his want of 
adaptation to general society and ordinary toil. He was 
quite unambitious, of a delicate constitution, and without 
that pmeiical tact which insures success. T\\«t«\& ^\sAr 
ttiog aot Mitogwtbu felfiah and unwoitk^ \a^<( ^\i^w^ 
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]9iy lie professed) which made bhn content to limit hm 
wieints tO his income, to linger About the scene of his etalf 
education, and hold commUnion with that '* ample page, 
rich with the spoils of time ;" gleaning every day some 
hew and valuable information, maintaining his own in- 
tegrity, respecting the rights of others, and calmly living 
in amiable and modest scholarship. As a general rule, 
indeed, this seclusion, this exclusive devotion to personal 
improvement, however laudable, is not to be desired. We 
are bom to act and suffer with others, to cherish social 
sympathies, and through them minister to general good. 
Even as students it were better to act upon the generous 
sentimeht of Sir Thomas Brown : " I study not for 
myself alone, but for those who cumot study for tfaem- 
eelviBs." 

We would have the poet seek his inspiration amid the 
scenes of perplexity, sorrow and joy that make up human 
life ; we would have him sometimes, like Bums, " put 
himiself upon the regimen of admiring a fine woman ;*^ like 
Wordsworth, analyse the influence of scenery in training 
the simple and true soul ; and, like Byron, throw him- 
self in the way of the ancient, the beautiful and the ad- 
venturous, and reflect in his page the emotions they 
excite. But an occasional hermit among the poets is 

• pleasing and picturesque, even though his hermitage is a 
library instead of a grotto. Gray passed a life of 8^- 
improvement The most striking trait both of his mnm 
and his character is nefinement. He was one of those 
men Vifho find their chief gratification in serene enjoy- 
ments. He loved to have every tbii^ neat around him. 
How easily can we fancy his small but nicely arranged 
figure in that orderly, bacheloric room of his at C^ta- 
bridge. There -are his books carefully arranged, his cms 

of medaMjonn and p<mfoUoa of engiayin^ cdleqtiad Av^h 
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- jJBcpmi Cbiiia jaM," bequeathed by will to bis cousin ;-*- 
there are a harpsichord and music fairly copied by his 
own hand, lying by ; — boxes of mignionette and other 
plants adorn the window ; there is a tortoise-shell cat, a 
Tase of gold fish, and on the table a blood-stone seal . 
and beautiful inkstand. Every thing bespeaks order, 
quietude, and tranquil fancies. 

And here the man, ' tiny and tiresome,' as he calls him- 
self, sat day after day, thoroughly acquiring Greek litera- 
ture-^-diyining the mysteries of heraldry and genealogy, 
mastering the principles of architecture, reading botany, 
histf^ and poetry, or writing letters to his friends Dr. 
Wharton, Middleton, Mason or Beattie. He goes forth 
only to seek some desired tome at the library, to dine or 
pass an hour at the reading-room. Nothing but the 
rudeness of some fellow-lodgers induces him to change 
his quarters. He visits London occasionally, and once 
abides there for the space of three years, for the sake of 
copying some manuscripts at the British Museum. With 
all his temperance, he is afflicted with gout. His health 
foils ; he has times of low spirits. To improve his physi- 
cal condition and cheer his mind, he has recourse to the 
never-failing means — a journey — and visits, at different 
seasons, the English lakes^ Scotland and Wales, enjoying 
their fine scenery and writing pleasant descriptive letters 
on the subject. And thus glided away the existence of 
Gray, until the disease under which he suffered attacked 
a vital part, and in two or three days he calmly departed 
and was buried beside his mother in the church-yard of 
Stoke. 

The afllections which have so large a share in kindling 
the poetry of most bards, exerted but a limited sway over 
the intellectual career of Gray. The tvro beings who 
aeem most deeply to hare interested him VT^te V\& m<cfiGA\ 

Modhh eoUege-fnend^Biehsrd Weal. To \ix^1«ttWBi>» 
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owed his education and aQ that was happy in the i 
tion of his childhood. He was an attached son and sin- 
gularly hlessed in one of his parents ; and after her de- 
ceai<e, never alluded to her without a sigh. West for 
eight years was hound to him not only by youthful at- 
tachment hut congenial taste. Their correspondence is 
manly and confiding. When Gray's last letter to his 
friend was returned to him unopened, with the news of 
his death, he felt that one of his sweetest ties to life was 
broken. They had long communicated to each other the 
progress of their studies, submitting to each other's inspec- 
tion their first attempts in verse, and seeking and finding 
mutual encouragement by strewing the pathway of early 
application with the flowers of friendship. 

Gray paid a tribute to his friend in the fdlowing 
sonnet : 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shine. 

And redd*ning Phcebus lifts his golden fire : 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join. 

Or cheerful fields resume their green attire : 
These can, alas ! for other notes repine, 

A dilSerent object do these eyes require : 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine. 

And in my breast the imperfect joys expire. 
Tet morning smiles the busy race to cheer. 

And new-bom pleasure brings to happier men : 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ; 

To warm their little loves the birds complain : 
I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 

And weep the more because I weep in vain. 

West was a youth of rare promise. His early death 

and the subsequent loss of the poet's mother evidently 

colour the early efibrts of Gray's muse. These bereave- 

menta narrowed the already small circle of his sympa- 

tbJes. They led him to regaxd \he vxcca o^ ^bft multi- 

tade with more indifference than e^ei« axA ^xk^n^AfiaXsk- 
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duced the tone of distrnst of life's promises which maTk 
his hest verses. The most huoyant era of Gray's exis- 
tence, if we judge hy his letters, was the period of his 
absence on the continent He was fresh from his college 
studies when, at the invitation of his fellow- student and 
friend, Horace Walpole, he accompanied him to France 
and Italy. Every thing was novel and attractive to the 
mind of Gray. He mingled enough with society to grat- 
ify his curiosity. He was indefatigable in his study of 
the remains of antiquity and the fine arts. Among his 
papers were found notes, speculative as well as matter of 
fact, respecting the old masters and the customs of the 
ancients, which prove his discrimination and taste. His 
muse seems to have been first inspired by the rugged pre- 
cipices, the rocky chasms and dark pines of the moun- 
tains where the convent of the Grand Ghartense is situ- 
aled. He dwells upon the romantic impressions he there 
derived, and wrote a Latin ode on the subject in the al- 
bum of the monks. After the two friends, like most fel- 
low-travellers who keep together too long, differed and 
parted. Gray returned speedily to England. The bard's 
biographers speak of this event more seriously than 
it deserves, and declare very emphatically that Wal- 
pole acknowledged himself in fault when they were af- 
terwards reconciled. From what we know of the two 
men, the only wonder is that they found it agreeable to 
remain so long together. Walpole, with his gaiety and 
love of pleasure, could scarcely have proved a genial com- 
panion, for any length of time, to a man who viewed 
things with the seriousness of Gray and wished to make 
a study of every thing he saw. They are thought to be 
the first English travellers who visited the remains of 
Herculaneum, which were discovered n. few d%.^ \y^ 
fyre they reached Naples. 
ft was the constitutional diffidence ot Qrxwj V5c«X vct- 
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duced him to remark that he could perceive no medium 
hetween a public and private life. Upon this idea he 
habitually acted. He refused the laureateship ; and al- 
though he accepted a professorship of history, never 
lectured. 

It is quite characteristic that at a ball at Borne, which 
he describes in one of his letters, he retired to a c^ner 
and amused himself with looking on and eating ices, 
while his companions were absorbed in the dapce. He 
never proposed to himself the honours of a poet. His 
verses were kept by him, frequently revised and at first 
only circulated in manuscript, and originally appeared in 
print without his intervention. Common cares over- 
whelmed him. His conscientiousness is also manifest 
throughout his cozrespondence. He suffered great self- 
reproach for every seeming neglect of duty, and cheer- 
fully resigned a legacy to a relative poorer than himself. 

The poetry of Gray is, like his life and character, cor- 
rect, scholar-like and reflective. It is singularly free 
from all trace of impulse and fervour. Its most striking 
beauties are verbal, and the trait which mainly charms 
us is that of choice expression or elegance of diction. 
Art predominates in every line. There is little creative 
energy, little divine earnestness or exuberant fancy. All 
is chaste, appropriate and carefully elaborated. The 
point at which we recognise what is individual and 
therefore affecting in Gray's poems, is pathos. He did 
not possess that comprehensive sympathy essential to 
dramatic writing. The fragment of his tragedy, Agrip- 
pina, betrays a familiarity with classic models, and pos- 
sesses a certain felicity of language, but beyond this 
promises little and was wisely abandoned. A large por- 
tion of his limited writings consist of translations from the 
Latin, Norse and Welsh poets ; and Vias ^aiV^ \as\fe, l^d 
-Aiia to coQ£ne bis poetical efforts to tke foimetWi^^^* 



His English poems liave little descnptive merit, and in 
the few attempts he made in the way of i^v^mour must 
be deemed unsuccessfi|l. But when h^s muse obeyed 
the thoughtful and me]ancholy view which constituted 
the most genuine poetical phase of his mind, we are car- 
ried along by her solemn but pleasing strain and feel the 
true inspiration of pathos subdued in its expression by 
reflection and taste. *> Gray," said Walpole, ** was neter 
% boy." His solitary vigils amid the philosophers and 
poets of antiquity, his recluse habits, his early bersaver 
ments, his thoughtful teipper, all fitted him to muse and 
to moralise ovef the serious aspect of life. Yet his pa- 
thos is never obtrusive or forced, bat flows with a native 
and winning beauty. Even in the simple epitaph he 
inscribed upon his mother^s tomb we recognise this quiet 
yet none the less touchinjjf sad^ess tlmt distinguishes his 
poetry: 

^Here 

Sleep the Remains 

of 

DoBOTBT Gbat, Widow ; 

The careful, tender mother qf many children ; 

One of whom alone had the misfortune to survive her.* 

The very subj^t of mpst of his verses indicates a phi- 
losophic sadness. The " Ode on a Distant Prospect of 
Eton College/' is but die reminiscence of a man regret- 
ful of departed youth ; 

Ah, happy hills 4 ah^ {^easing diade ! 

Ah, fields bekm^d m pain ! 
Where once my careless chil4hood strayed, 

A stranger yet to pain ! 

IjFow fee^lingly he ^ticipates the cjifming ejqpeiienes of 
th^ spq^rting boys ! 

A^aml j'^gardleMr of then docMca, 
The MtSdi^ victims play ; 
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No tense have they of ills to come ; 

No care beyond to-day : 
Tet see how all around them wait 
The ministers of human fate. 

And black misfortune's balefU train ! 
Ah, show them where in ambush stand. 
To seize their prey, the morth'rous band ! 

And tell them they are men / 

His preference of quiet pleasures and the consc^tions 
of '* a thinking mind self-occupied," is portrayed in the 
ode on Vicissitude : 

Smiles on past misfortune's brow 

Soft reflection's hand can trace ; 
And o'er the cheek of sorrow throw 

A melancholy grace. 

« * * * # 

The hues of bliss more brightly glow 
Chastis'd by sabler tints of wo ; 
And blended, form with artful strife. 
The strength and harmony of life. 
* # * # # 

See the wretch, that long has tost 

On the stormy bed of pain. 
At length repair his vigour lost. 

And breathe and walk again : 

The meanest floweret of the vale. 
The simplest note that swells the gale. 
The common sun, the air, the skies. 

To him are opening paradise. 

***** 

Humble quiet builds her cell 

Near the source whence pleasure flows ! 

She eyes the clear crystalline well, 
And tastes it as it goes. 

There are hut few hold and original ideas in the odes 
of Gray, notwithstanding their occasional heaoty of e.t. 
presaiott. His allusioa to Milton ia Oie 'Proper oI^^ms^ ^ 
iir striking' : 
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He ptssed the flaming bounds of place and time : 
The liTing throne, the sapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze 
He saw ; but, blasted with excess of light. 
Closed his eyes in endless night 

Perhaps the popularity of a line depends as much upon 
the happy choice of words as the ideas it conveys. The 
close of the following stanza which, as a whole is com- 
mon-place enough, has passed into a proverh : 

To each his sufferings ; all are men. 

Condemned alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 

Th* unfeeling for his own. 
Yet, ah ! why should they know their fate. 
Since sorrow never comes too late, 

And happiness too swiftly flies ? 
Thought would destroy their paradise 
No more ; — where ignorance if bliss, 

' Tia folly to be wise. 

The same is true of the following fine image : 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering o'er, 
Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe and words that bum. 

The beauties and deficiencies of Gray, hoth as a man 
and a poet, are traceable to his fastidious taste. This 
bounded his social nature, while it wove strong and pure 
ties between his mind and outward beauty. It rendered 
him too careful in his choice of intimates to give scope to 
that free cordiality of soul which distinguishes poets of 
deeper feeling. It made him pick his way too scrupu- 
lously through life, to ensure a broad and healthful expe- 
rience. It fostered that pride which made him disavow 
reputation and utility, and wish to pass for '' a gentleman 
who read for bis amusement" It )reslTamedL\k\^ tccQA/^Xs^ 
# ioQ exact diaciplme, but at the same to^yi^AjiAaaA 
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refined into ^ems the little she Tonchsafed to produce. 
It marked in fact all his habits and opinions. We see 
it in the neatness of his chirography, in the studied cor- 
rectness of his familiar epistles, in the adjustment of his 
attire, the careful selfHStion of his rhymes and epithets, 
the pains he took in superintending the musical adapta- 
tion of his ode, and the minute directions for his burial. 
Many, indeed, are the benefits resulting from a large 
organ of order, but there is such a thing in the progress 
of the intellect and the ordering of daily life, as being 
'* more nice than wise," and in this regard chiefly docs 
our poet seem to have erred. Of his harmless and 
studious Hie, time has &irly quured but one beautiful 
relic. His reputation as a scholar is like a tale that is 
told ; his odes are quite neglected ; but his " Elegy in a 
Country Churchyard," will bear his name gracefully 
down the tide of ages. It is one of the immortal poems 
of the language, and every year sees it renewed, illus- 
trated, and more and more hallowed. It b perfectly 
characteristic of Gray. Ahnoet every line is a select 
phrase not to be improved by taste or ingenuity. The 
subject is one of the happiest in the range of poetry. To 
roam through cities of the dead and muse over the hum- 
ble names there chronicled, to ponder amid the tombs 
upon the mysteries of life, the Tarieties of earthly fi>r- 
tune, the strange lot which ordains that man should live 
and love, and then pass away and be Temembered ne 
more — this is no flight of fancy, but a train of thought 
and experience so near the unrversal mmd, so suggestive 
to the heart, so ^miliar to the least meditative, that k 
appeals at once and with eloquence to all human beings. 
We all love to speculate upon the injustice of destiny 
a»d the latent capacity of every man. We feel that 
'* chill penury^ has repressed ibe " noVAe t^l^"*^ fA tsvmx^ 
^SifMspiriu WedierishtmicniraicllmliBi^v^ 



developed talent, the secret virtue, the obscure excellence 
of the millions who die and "make no sign.'* And who 
has not strayed at sunset into the quiet precincts of a 
country church-yard? Who has not sought the spot 
where " the rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep ?" Who 
has not felt a melancholy pleasure steal upon his soul, as ' 
he has stood among the graves and received the solemn 
teachings of the scene, " amid the lingering light ?" The 
spirit of such reveries, the tone and hues of such a land- 
scape, Gray has caught and enshrined forever in verse. 
The thoughts which compose the Elegy are not startling 
and new ; not a line it contains but has been traced by 
learned criticism to saane ancient or modem source, and 
scarcely a word has escaped question from those micro- 
scopic commentators who rejoice to pick flaws in what- 
ever gem of art or literature charms the world. Gray's 
Elegy may, indeed, absolutely possess no higher claim 
to the reputation it enjoys than that of being an ingenious 
piece of mosaic; but wiierever the materials were de- 
rived, the effect of the whole is too excellent to permit us 
to quarrel with the details. The very cadence of the 
stanza is attuned to elegiac music. It floats solemnly 
along like the moaning of the breeze in spring, amid the 
cypresses and willows. The hues of the picture are sub- 
dued to the *' sober livery" of twilight. Tender senti- 
ment»^--a regret made sublime by the sense of beauty — a 
TacogsitioD of death blended with a vague feeling of its 
mysterious revelations — the sweet quietude of evening— 
sad but soothing thoughts of "passing away" — the mem- 
ory of the departed-*^ throng upon us in every verse 
of the Ekgyy and associate the name of the gentle stu- 
dent, flf Cambridge, with idaas. of contemplativv deli^^ 
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Enthusiastic men delight to place themselves in direct 
relation with whatever interests their minds. The m^ely 
curious are satisfied to observe, to acquaint themselves 
with the remarkable points of any subject Such is the 
difference between knowledge and sympathy, intellect 
and feeling, the philosopher and the poet The former 
calmly inquires, and when the truth is elicited is con- 
tent ; the latter earnestly contemplates, till the sentiment 
of his theme warms and overflows his heart. The anti- 
quarian is delighted when a half-legible inscription is 
plausibly conjectured or the age of an arcliitectural frag- 
ment defined. The more ardent explorer of rains, finds 
enjoyment in summoning back the men and events that 
hallow the scene ; in musing, amid broken columns and 
mossy walls, over the wonders of human destiny and 
the poetry of time. This spontaneous interest, this sym- 
pathetic attraction is one of the characteristics of the ge- 
nuine poet. He occupies toward congenial subjects of 
thought the relation of a lover. He kneels to win the 
veneration he seeks, he pleads for response to his impas- 
sioned regard, he boldly addresses the creature of his 
fancy, the idea of his mind, the object of his thought, 
finding relief and joy in the eloquent appeal. What we 
call personification is the natural language of ideal and 
sincere minds. It is a language wYi\c\i Vx V& ^\f^\ik lo 
counterfeit No feaonice of the \»et «3ei^ opnXm \& Vm^ 
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easy to feign. We are either borne along or repelled by 
an apostrophe. When a speaker or a bard adopts sach 
language merely for eflfect, his feilure is decisive. The 
imagery and tone too suddenly fall short of the opening 
address. When Bryant, for instance, begins his apos- 
trophe to a waterfowl, we feel that it is no trick of art, 
but a genuine poetic impulse that prompts his muse. She 
follows the lonely bird with the instinct of a wondering 
interest, through the grey twilight, till the ** abyss of 
hearen has swallowed up its form." There is no falter- 
ing or artiOcial efibrt, all is sustained and free as that so- 
litary flight itself. We feel that the eye and mind of the 
poet were actually in relation with the form he invoked. 
Far more dangerous is the attempt to apostrophize any- 
thing abstract, without any real and deep interest in the 
subject. The very adoption of this form of verse presup- 
poses that the poet's soul is filled and kindled by his sub- 
ject He manfully and earnestly confronts his theme, and 
if he does not succeed in placing it in a new and striking 
light, or throwing around it a warm colouring and expres- 
sive interest, he convicts himself of absurd presumption. 
The poet of true feeling, Whose inspiration springs from 
the soul rather than mere art or taste, will naturally often 
teson to personification and apostrophe. Some of Byron's 
first passages are of this description, and a striking proof 
of his genius may be found in the fact that, with few ex- 
ceptions, we sympathize at once with these flights. They 
accord with the state of feeling the poet has awakened. 
The address to Parnassus, to Rome, and to some of the 
celebrated works of art, find an echo in every bosom 
where meditative sentiment abides. " I cannot furbish," 
Ba3r8 Bjrron. " I am like the tiger, if I miss the first 
spring, I go growling back to my jungle." 
How admirably are examples o{ t!li\« \[itA\EiNxQ^'QL<(A^ 
ia ShaJapere. How perfectly axe xfe "pw^S^^wii^^^* 
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owed his education and all that was happy in the associa- 
tion of his childhood. He was an attached son and sin- 
gularly hlessed in one of his parents ; and after her de- 
cease, never alluded to her without a sigh. West for 
eight years was bound to him not only by youthful at- 
tachment but congenial taste. Their correspondence is 
manly and confiding. When Gray's last letter to his 
friend was returned to him unopened, with the news of 
his death, he felt that one of his sweetest ties to life was 
broken. They had long communicated to each other the 
progress of their studies, submitting to each other's inspec- 
tion their first attempts in verse, and seeking and finding 
mutual encouragement by strewing the pathway of early 
application with the flowers of friendship. 

Gray paid a tribute to his friend in the fdlowing 
sonnet : 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shine. 

And redd*ning Phcebus lifts his golden fire : 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join. 

Or eheerful fields resume their green atlire : 
These can, alas ! for other notes repine, 

A different object do these eyes require : 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine. 

And in my breast the imperfect jojrs expire. 
Tet morning smiles the busy race to cheer. 

And new-bom pleasure brings to happier men : 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ; 

To warm their little loves the birds complain : 
I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 

And weep the more because I weep in vain. 

West was a youth of rare promise. His early death 
and the subsequent loss of the poet's mother evidently 
colour the early efibrts of Gray's muse. These bereave- 
ments Dorrowed the already small circle of his sympa- 
tbJeg. They led him to regard the «im« ol ^^ mxiSs^- 
fod0 with mare indifference than e^rei, exui ^LOxi^tfiikMA \&^ 



duced the tone of distrast of life's promises which mark 
his best verses. The most buoyant era of Gray's exis- 
tence, if we judge by his letters, was the period of his 
absence on the continent He was fresh from his college 
studies when, at the invitation of his fellow- student and 
friend, Horace Walpole, he accompanied him to France 
and Italy. Every thing was novel and attractive to the 
mind of Gray. He mingled enough with society to grat- 
ify his curiosity. He was indefatigable in his study of 
the remains of antiquity and the fine arts. Among his 
papers were found notes, speculative as well as matter of 
fact, respecting the old masters and the customs of the 
ancients, which prove his discrimination and taste. His 
muse seems to have been first inspired by the rugged pre- 
cipices, the rocky chasms and dark pines of the moun- 
tains where the convent of the Grand Chartense is situ- 
ated. He dwells upon the romantic impressions he there 
derived, and wrote a Latin ode on the subject in the al- 
bum of the monks. After the two friends, like most fel- 
low-travellers who keep tc^ther too long, differed and 
parted. Gray returned speedily to England. The bard's 
biographers speak of this event more seriously than 
it deserves, and declare very emphatically that Wal- 
pole acknowledged himself in fault when Uiey were af- 
terwards reconciled. From what we know of the two 
men, the only wonder is that they found it agreeable to 
remain so long together. Walpole, with his gaiety and 
love of pleasure, could scarcely have proved a genial com- 
panion, for any length of time, to a man who viewed 
things with the seriousness of Gray and wished to make 
a study of every thing he saw. They are thought to be 
the first English travellers who visited the remains of 
Herculaneum, which were discovered a few days be- 
/bre they reached Naples. 
Jt was the constitutional diffidence ol Q:t«^ 'ioaX Sssl- 
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duced him to remark that he could perceive no medium 
between a public and private life. Upon this idea he 
habitually acted. He refused the laureateship ; and al- 
though he accepted a professorship of history, never 
lectured. 

It is quite characteristic that at a ball at Rome, which 
he describes in one of his letters, he retired to a corner 
and amused himself with looking on and eating ices, 
while his companions were absorbed in the dance. He 
never proposed to himself the honours of a poet. His 
verses were kept by him, frequently revised and at first 
only circulated in manuscript, and originally appeared in 
print without his intervention. Common cares over- 
whelmed him. His conscientiousness is also manifest 
throughout his correspondence. He sufiered great self- 
reproach for every seeming neglect of duty, and cheer- 
fully resigned a legacy to a relative poorer than himself. 

The poetry of Gray is, like his life and character, cor- 
rect, scholar-like and reflective. It is singularly free 
from all trace of impulse and fervour. Its xfiost striking 
beauties are verbal, and the trait which mainly charms 
us is that of choice expression or elegance of diction. 
Art predominates in every line. There is little creative 
energy, little dirine earnestness or exuberant fancy. All 
is chaste, appropriate and carefully elaborated. The 
point at which we recognise what is individual and 
therefore affecting in Gray's poems, is pathos. He did 
not possess that comprehensive sympathy essential to 
dramatic writing. The fragment of his tragedy, Agrip- 
pina, betrays a familiarity with classic models, and pos- 
sesses a certain felicity of language, but beyond this 
promises little and was wisely abandoned. A large por- 
tion of his limited writings consist of translations from the 
Latin, Norse and Welsh poets ; and Vi\6 e^xV^ ta&le^ led 
-him to condae bis poetical efforts Xo ib.e toimet\^Tktp^^^* 
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His English poems tia^ Utile deBcriptive merit, and in 
the few attempts he made in the way of i^vmour must 
he deemed unsaccessfi;|l. But when his muse oheyed 
the thoughtful and melancholy view which constituted 
the most genuine poetical phase of his mind, we are car- 
ried along hy her solemn hut pleasing strain and feel the 
true inspiration of pathos subdued in its expression hy 
reflection and taste. ** Gray," said Walpole, ** was never 
a boy«" Hu solitary vigils amid the philosophers and 
poets of antiquity, his recluse habits, his early bereaver 
ments, his thoughtful temper, aM fitted him to muse and 
to moralise over the serious aspect of life. Yet his pa- 
thos is never obtrusive or forced, bat flows with a native 
and winning beauty. Even in the simple epitaph he 
inscribed upon his mother's tomb we recognise this quiet 
yet none the less touching sadpess that distinguishes his 
poetry: 

^Here 

Sleep the Remains 

of 

DoaoTBT Ga4T, Widow ; 

The careful, tender mother qf many children; 

One of whom alone had the misfortune to survive her.** 

The very snbj^t of mpst of his verses indicates a phi- 
losophic si^dness. The ^ Ode on a Distant Prospect of 
Eton College/' is but the reminiscence of a man regret- 
ful of departed youth ; 

Ah, happy hills 4 ah, pleasing diade ! 

Ah, field* belao€d to pain ! 
Where once my careleas chil4hoQd ptrayed, 

A stranger yet to pain ! 

I^QW feelingly he ^ticipates the coming ejqperiencf of 
th^ ^Q^ting boys \ 

JkJMB! 4-^g»rdles8 of theit doom. 
The little victims play \ 
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No tense have they of ilia to eomo ; 

No care beyond to-day : 
Yet see how all around them wait 
The ministers of human fate. 

And black misfortune's balefhl train ! 
Ah, show them where in ambush stand. 
To seize their prey, the murth'rous band ! 

And tell them they are men ! 

His preference of quiet pleasures and the consolations 
of ''a thinking mind self-occupied," is portrayed in the 
ode on Vicissitude : 

Smiles on past misfortune's brow 

Soft reflection's hand can trace ; 
And o'er ^e cheek of sorrow throw 

A melancholy grace. 

« • • • « 

The hues of bliss more brightly glow 
Chastis'd by sabler tints of wo ; 
And blended, form with artful strife. 
The strength and harmony of life. 
« • • « « 

See the wretch, that long has tost 

On the tftormy bed of pain. 
At length repair his vigour lost. 

And breathe and walk again : 

The meanest floweret of the yale. 
The simplest note that swells the gale. 
The common sun, the air, the skies. 

To him are opening paradise. 

• m m m m 

Humble quiet builds her cell 
Near the source whence pleasure flows ! 

She eyes the clear crystalline well, 
And tastes it as it goes. 

There are but few bold and original ideas in the odes 
of Gray, notwithstanding their occasional beauty of ex. 
pression. His alluaion to Milton in \he ¥ to(i^%a ol^^^wv^ ^ 
JM mtrUdag : 



H« pMsed the aaming boondi of place and tLsM : 
The liring throna, the aapphire blase, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze 
He saw ; but, blasted with excess of light* 
Closed his eyes in endless night 

Perhaps the popularity of a line depends as much upon 
the happy choice of words as the ideas it conveys. The 
close of the following stanza which, as a whole is com- 
mon>place enough, has passed into a proyerb : 

To each his sufferings ; all are men. 

Condemned alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Tet, ah ! why should they know their fate. 
Since sorrow never comes too late, 

And happiness too swiftly flies ? 
Thought would destroy their paradise 
No more ; — where ignorance u blias, 

' Tis folly to he toise. 

The same is true of the following fine image : 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-eyed Fancy horering o'er. 
Scatters from her pictured urn 
ITtoughts that hreathe and voord* that hum. 

The beauties and deficiencies of Gray, both as a man 
and a poet, are traceable to his fastidious taste. This 
bounded his social nature, while it wove strong and pure 
ties between his mind and outward beauty. It rendered 
him too careful in his choice of intimates to give scope to 
that free cordiality of soul which distinguishes poets of 
deeper feeling. It made him pick his way too scrupu- 
lously through life, to ensure a broad and healthful expe- 
rience. It fostered that pride which made him disavow 
reputation and utility, and wish to pass for '* a gentleman 
who read for his amusement" It teslta\Tke&\LY& tecQA^\s^ 

# tao exact discipUnet but at the aame ^TOft yiftAiffA ^^ 
4* 
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refined into ^ems the little she Toochaafed lo produce. 
It marked in fact all his hahits and opinions. We see 
it in the neatness of his chirography, in the studied cor« 
rectness of his familiar epistles, in the adjustment of his 
attire, the careful selection of his rhymes and epithets, 
the pains he took in superintending the iBUsical adapta- 
tion of his ode, and the minute directions for his hurial. 
Many, indeed, are the henefits resulting from a large 
organ of order, hut there is such a thing in the progress 
of the intellect and the ordering of daily life, as being 
" more nice than wise," and in this regard chiefly docs 
our poet seem to have erred. Of his harmless and 
studious life, time has fairly spared hut one beautiful 
relic. His reputation as a scholar is like a tale that is 
told ; his odes are quite neglected ; but his " Elegy in a 
Country Churchyard,** will bear his name gracefully 
down the tide of ages. It is one of the immortal poems 
of the language, and every year sees it renewed, illus- 
trated, and more and more hallowed. It is perfectly 
characteristic of Gray. Almost every line is a select 
phrase not to be improved by taste or ingenuity. The 
subject is one of the happiest in the range of poetry. To 
roam through cities of the dead and muse over the hum- 
ble names there chronicled, to ponder amid the tombs 
upon the mysteries of life, the Tarieties of earthly for- 
tune, the strange lot which ordains that man should live 
and love, and then pass away and be i^memhered Be 
more — this is no flight of fancy, but a train of thought 
and expenence so near the anirersal mind, so suggestive 
lo the heart, so ^miliar to the least meditative, that it 
appeals at Once and with eloquence to all human beings. 
We all love to speculate upon the injustice of destiny 
and the latent capacity of every man. We feel that 
"chill penury** has repressed ibe " tioVAe i^^" «? tcvwi^ 
9 giikfd spirit. We dierbh an ii»6xicAiTO taMfci Vft^^ ^mh- 



developed talent, the secret virtue, the obscure excellence 
of the millions who die and **make no sign.'* And who 
has not strayed at sunset into the quiet precincts of a 
country church-yard? Who has not sought the spot 
where " the rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep ?" Who 
has not felt a melancholy pleasure steal upon his soul, as 
he has stood among the graves and received the solemn 
teachings of the scene, *' amid the lingering light ?" The 
spirit of such reveries, the tone and hues of such a land- 
scape. Gray has caught and enshrined forever in verse. 
The thoughts which compose the Elegy are not startling 
and new ; not a line it contains but has been traced by 
learned criticism to some ancient or modem source, and 
scarcely a word has escaped question from those micro- 
scopic commentators who rejoice to pick flaws in what^ 
ever gem of art or literature charms the world. Gray's 
Elegy may, indeed, absolutely possess no higher claim 
to the reputation it enjoys than that of being an ingenious 
piece of mosaic; but wherever the materials were de- 
rived, the effect of the whole is too excellent to permit us 
to quarrel with the details. The very cadence of the 
stanza is attuned to elegiac music. It floats solemnly 
along like the moaning of the breeze in spring, amid the 
cypresses and willows. The hues of the picture are sub- 
dued to the '* sober livery" of twilight. Tender senti- 
ment»^-a regret made sublime by the sense of beauty — a 
tecognitioD of death blended with a vague feeling of its 
mrysterious revelations — the sweet quietude of evening — 
sad but soothing thoughts of "passing away" — the mem- 
ory of the depait0d-«-«ll throng upon us in every verse 
of the £bgy» and associate the name of the gentle stu- 
dfiotrf Camiundge, with ideas of coatemplativ9 delight. 
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Enthusiastic men delight to place themselves in direct 
relation with whatever interests their minds. The merely 
curious are satisfied to observe, to acquaint themselves 
with the remarkable points of any subject • Such is the 
difference between knowledge and sympathy, intellect 
and feeling, the philosopher and the poeU The former 
calmly inquires, and when the truth is elicited is con- 
tent ; the latter earnestly contemplates, till the sentiment 
of his theme warms and overflows his heart. The anti- 
quarian is delighted when a half-legible inscription it 
plausibly conjectured or the age of an arcliitectural frag- 
ment defined. The more ardent explorer of rains, finds 
enjoyment in summoning back the men and events that 
hallow the scene ; in musing, amid broken columns and 
mossy walls, over the wonders of human destiny and 
the poetry of time. This spontaneous interest, this sym- 
pathetic attraction is one of the characteristics of the ge- 
nuine poet. He occupies toward congenial subjects of 
thought the relation of a lover. He kneels to win the 
veneration he seeks, he pleads for response to his impas- 
sioned regard, he boldly addresses the creature of his 
fancy, the idea of his mind, the object of his thought, 
finding relief and joy in the eloquent appeal. What we 
call personification is the natural language of ideal and 
sincere minds. It is a language wV\\c\i Vx y& ^VSmixAx \s^ 
eounierfeit. No resource of the \KMt «.n^ omJunc \&>0bi^ 
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easy to feign. We are either borne along or repelled by 
an apostrophe. When a speaker or a bard adopts snch 
language merely for effect, his iailure is decisive. The 
imagery and tone too suddenly fall short of the opening 
address. When Bryant, for instance, begins his apos- 
trophe to a waterfowl, we feel that it is no trick of art, 
but a genuine poetic impulse that prompts his muse. She 
follows the lonely bird with the instinct of a wondering 
interest, through the grey twilight, till the ** abyss of 
heaven has s^n^owed up iis form." There is no falter- 
ing or artificial efibrt, all is sustained and free as that so- 
litary flight itself. We feel that the eye and mind of the 
poet were actually in relation with the form he invoked. 
Far more dangerous is the attempt to apostrophize any- 
thing abstract, without any real and deep interest in the 
subject. The very adoption of this form of verse presup- 
poses that the poet's soul is filled and kindled by his sub- 
ject. He manfully and earnestly confronts his theme, and 
if he does not succeed in placing it in a new and striking 
light, or throwing around it a warm colouring and expres- 
sive interest, he convicts himself of absurd presumption. 
The poet of true feeling, Whose inspiration springs from 
the soul rather than mere art or taste, will naturally often 
teson to personification and apostrophe. Some of Byron's 
first passages are of this description, and a striking proof 
of his genius may be found in the fact that, with few ex- 
ceptions, we sympathize at once vrith these flights. They 
accord with the state of feeling the poet has awakened. 
The address to Parnassus, to Rome, and to some of the 
celebrated works of art, find an echo in every bosom 
where meditative sentiment abides. ** I cannot furbish," 
8a3r8 Byron. ** I am like the tiger, if I miss the first 
spring, I go growling back to my jungle." 
How admirably are examples of tSiia VvcASxiNiKA^^^^ 
io Simkqfere. How perfectly axe vro 'pwJjiKwi^Ssst'Qafc 
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Moor's apostrophe to Patience, " tkat young and i 
lipped cherubim," and Macbeth's address to the airy dag« 
ger. When feeling is wrought up to a certain point, its 
language is poetic. We then forget the conventional and 
grapple with the one oyermastering idea. Such is the 
case in actual experience ; and so the poet, when by ear- 
nest contemplation his sympathies are all enlisted in a 
subject, turns the whole force of his mind in that direc- 
tion, expands his nature to drink in its suggestions as a 
flower opens to the sun and pours forth upon it the con- 
eentrated flow of thought, as a pilgrim at his long-soughi 
shrine or a lover at the feet of his mistress. Of the 
English poets whose sensibility and ardour of thought 
have led them successfully to personify their themes, 
William Collins takes a high rank. He is the acknowl- 
edged author of one of the few immorta} odes of tbm 
language. His life was clouded with disappoiati^eiit. 
He failed in obtaining a fellowship, fifter a promisiog 
college career; and this circumstance, together witJi 
pecuniary embarrassments, led him to quit the university 
for London, and embark in the precarious pursuits of lit-! 
erary adventure. Irresolute and visionary, he projected 
grand schemes which were often never seriously cocn^ 
menced and in no case fully realized, Same criticji 
charge the failure of these designs wholly to the poet'n 
indolence, without considering how diffic4lt regular mei^-^ 
tal occupation must be to a sensitive man harassed by 
poverty, watched by baiiifis, and in daily anxiety fbr the 
means of subsistence. His eyes wer^ so wea(k that 
blindness was apprehended. It was his misfortune to 
love in vain, and when afiections such as his served " to 
Water but the desert," the apathy he manifested in regard 
to his p]an8 of research, must have been confirmed. His 
odes were so neglected at ih^ &E»l s^'|^txvi>fi«^>^x.^vV!L 
/ndjgaani wannth be buniAd dsie WftCkce ^ i)(^ ^^^>^ 



C^LLIIIS. 67- 

He wad early septnited from kis iminediate family, and 
the only relative with whom he maintained intercourse 
was a sister who possessed not a single trait of charae* 
ter in common with him, evinced no interest in his pur- 
suits and scorned his generous impulses. When at last 
fortune smiled upon Collins, and the bequest of an uncle 
plaoed him above w«nt, the brilliant (acuities which had 
been his consolation and sustained his self«-respect, began 
to fail. Change of scene produced no amendment, and 
the gifted and susceptible bard became a lunatic. His 
malady seems to have alternated for several years be^ 
tween violence and melancholy; sometimes there were 
lucid intervals, when he rallied his disordered powers ; at 
others Ms imbecility or insane ravings terrified all about him. 
In Ae eathedval of Chichester is a monument, by 
Flaxraan, representing the unfortunate poet in a reclining 
postnre, the New Testament optn before him, his lyra 
and one of his compositione neglected at his feet, his 
expression cahn and benevdent, and on the pediment am 
carved the effigies of Love T^d Pity. It must be soothing 
to gaze upon these peaceful emblems and remember how 
often the adjacent cloisters have echoed with the frantic 
cries of one who is now slumbering so quietly. From 
the few facts recorded of Collins, it is evident that he 
was a man of keen sensibility and a glowing mind. He 
seems to have charmed all who knew him, and most of 
his intimates were men distinguished fmr talent. His 
sympathies were broad and earnest, such as win love 
and inspire confidence. Re was the endeared compan- 
ion of Thomson and Oarrick, Dr. Armstrong and Hill. 
Even Johnson, little as he appreciated his verses, evi- 
dently felt the graces of his character. Indeed, in some 
of the letters of the moralist, there ate ex^xessvoivs oC 
tender concern m behalf of Collins wiAdu Vft4\<!».\ft ^^ 
iMfv esUnmtitm in which lie was ke\d. T\sft wcSsUi «^\tvN» 
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of the poet, his wann friendship, his passion for Shaks* 
pere and music, are so many evidences of his sanguine 
temper and native sentiment. His soul was like a finely 
strung harp, too rudely exposed long to retain its har- 
monious tone. Yet every hreeze that swept its strings 
drew forth melody ; and ere it was jarred into discord a 
few strains were happily elicited, which still abide to 
cheer our hearts, and with their pensive music vindicate 
the rare worth of the departed. 

The poetic fire of Collins was concentrated in its de- 
velopment. He attempted no extensive range. He went 
not forth to chronicle ihe details of nature. We find no 
elaborate pictures, no subtle and refined comments on ex- 
ternal things or human life, but an intense revelation, a 
concise view, a bright glimpse caught from the fervour 
of the poet's thought. His eclogues and heroic poema 
may he considered as the early experiments rather than 
the legitimate fruits of his genius. They show command 
of language and taste but no strcmg individual traits. In 
the odes, although they are Cinequal in felicious expres- 
sion, the peculiar force of Collins appears. By a single 
epithet, a graphic apostrophe, an image freshly springijig 
from his ardent mind, we often receive an impression 
more vivid and pleasing than other bards convey by a 
succession of laboured metaphors and rhymes. The de- 
scription of danger is well known as an instance, in point : 

Danger whoM limbs of giant mould 

What mcNTtal eye can fixed behold ? 

Who stalks his round, a hideous form 

Howling amidst the midnight storm ; 

Or throws him on ihe ridgy tteep. 

Of tome loose, hanging roek to sleep. 
He tells us that simplicity is 

hy Nature taught 

To bremtbe her genuine thought^ 
In Bumben warmly pure and sweiiO^ ite«D%. 
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Here we have a perfect definition in eommon bat adequate 
words. And the idea is carried out most pleasingly by 
such phrases as " hermit heart,** " decent maiden " and 
** sister meek of truth." This delicate propriety of lan- 
guage is characteristic of Collins, and enables him to ven- 
ture upon figures which a less chaste poet would urge into 
extravagance. How the imagination is filled and charm- 
ed by two images of one of his most famous odes : 

When spring with dewy fingers cold 

Returns to deck their hallowed mould. 

• • • • 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay. 

Who has not envied the sleep of the brave thus guarded 
and graced ? Who has not been thrilled at the idea of 
beautiful spring <* with dewy fingers cold" lingering over 
the hero's grave, and seen in fancy the august image of 
that gray pilgrim invoking a benediction upon the conse- 
crated spot ? In the twelve lines of this ode there is a 
world of meaning. The fancy and the heart are deeply 
impressed, and yet how simple the diction and unpre- 
tending the design. Mercy is characterized with the 
same felicity of metaphor and epithet : 

Oh thou, who sitf st a smiling bride. 
By Valour's arm'd and awful side, 
Gentlest of sky-bom forms and best adored. 

Subsequently she is represented as looking away rage, 
the most touching manner in which we can imagine her 
power to be exerted. A constant tendency to personify 
appears throughout the poetry of Collins. In his ode on 
the death of Colonel Ross, we have agaiti the image of 
Honour slightly varied : 

Blest youth, regardful of thy doom, 
JEriul hands shall build thy tomb« 
With Bhudowj trophies er«wtfd\ 
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Whil'st Honoorbithed in toui«haU rofe 
To sigh thy name through every grora^ 
And call his heroes round. 

What bold images follow : 

The warlike dead of eT«ry ago^ 
Who fill the fkir recording page. 

Shall leave their sainted rest ; 
And half-reclining on his spear. 
Each wandering chief by turns appear 

To hail the blooming guest 

But lo, where sunk m deep despair. 
Her garments torn, her bosom bare. 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tresses madly spread. 
To every sod which wi^pQ the dead. 

She turns her joyless eyes. 

This spirited ode was written to commemorate the 
death of the poet's rival, who was affianced to the lady 
t)f his heart at the time of his decease. One of the few 
jokes related of Collins has reference to his unfortunate 
love. He was bom within a few hours of hb unkind 
mistress, and used to remark facetiously that he came into 
the world **the day after the fair.'* Few poets more 
successfully give us the sensation of a scene or an event 
than Collins. In his ode to Evening, he speaks of the 
heetle's " small but suUen hor^a," the " heedless hum," 
the *' folding-star," and '*the pensive pleasures" that 
" prepare the shadowy car," " hamlets brown," " dim- 
discovered spies " and " the gradual dusky veil — " ex- 
pressions which make us almost sensibly feel the coming 
on of the twilight. It is a fine idea that Peace should be 
invoked, as in the following stanza, to unite herself with 
the only principle that makes her existence consistent 
with national dignity : 

Lot othen oonrt thy \xa.xka\«tit «iii\\«^ 
But coma Jto gracs t^vy weat«ifk li^^t 
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B^ wxUyti hoKHur M ; 
And, while mround her ports 'rejoice* 
While all her sons adore thy choice, 

With him forever wed ! 

The fkitli Collinv placed in native inspiraticm as the 
smirce of poetry rather than art or 9tudy> is suggested by 
this invocation : 

Natare ! boon frotii whence proceed. 

Each forcefi^ thought, each prompted deed ; 

if but from thee I hope to feel 

On ail my heart imprint thy seal ! 

Let some retreating cynic find 

Ifliose oft-turned scrolls I leave behind ; 

The sports tod I this hour agree 

To rottm ta^j setoe-ftd wo^ld with thee. 

In the attempt to appreciate the elements of genius, we 
ehould select the most complete specimen. Expression 
is at yi times a difficult process and the most fluent poet 
often fails to give utterance to what is glowitig in his 
mipd. The fairest example of the poetry of Collins ia 
Us «eldbrated Ode on the Passions. Observation atone 
eitMik} i^4>ave gifted him so to describe as in this master- 
piece c^ verse. The heart that prompted this picture 
must have known, in its own delicate and earnest work- 
ings, the mysterious fluctuation so vividly sketched. 
Rare sympathy with human nature revealed these 
striking touches. Briefly as each passion is depicted, 
the key-note ia. struck which at once suggests what is 
left unsaid. How impressively the metrical harmony 
accords with the feelings portrayed. It was unnecessary 
to adapt this ode to music ; the very numbers are melo- 
diously expressive. What speaking figures of speech 
are those which make Fear strike the lyre with " one 
rude crash," and then recoil at a sound oi \V& ^^vtcl ^\^^- 
ffoff; Despair call forth a strain a\lexnale\) «a&. «xt^^*^V> 
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Hope appear with " eyes so fair," and awaken echo so 
typical of her own illusions ; Jealousy, with no fixed 
cadence, restless and variable as its own perplexed mood ; 
melancholy's notes " by distance made more sweet " and 
dying away " in hollow murmurs ;" Cheerfulness with 
** buskin gemmed with morning dew" beguiling forth 
" brown exercise " and ** sylvan boys peeping from 
their alleys green " and Mirth shaking " a thousand 
odours from her dewy wings !'*/ In this one production 
how much of the essence of true poetry is concentrated. 
How it sets at nought the superficial criticism of Dr. 
Johnson. How eloquently does it suggest the depth of 
feeling, the susceptibility and the beautiful insight which 
distinguished the genius of Collins. If this gem was not 
originally recognised at its true value, later times have 
made amends for previous neglect. An adept in the art 
of elocution can give a pathos, and vividness to this ode of 
which few English poems are capable. Its variety is 
admirable, its imagery bold and glowing, and the whole 
conception warm with the imaginative beauty of a poet's 
mind. It has made dear the name of Collins, and hallow- 
ed the memory of his sufierings, by associating them with 
the sacred legacy of genius. / 



POPE. 



That system of compensation which is thought by many 
to balance the apparent inequalities of human destiny, is 
.strikingly illustrated in the case of Alexander Pope. 
Bom in obscurity, he achieved a great reputation, ex- 
tremely feeble in- frame, his mind was singularly ener« 
getic, cut off by deformity from many accomplishments, 
he gave to his intellectual efforts an unrivalled elegance. 
Who would have imagined, in contemplating the delicate 
and misshapen child, that life, by any possibility, co\ild 
prove any thing to him but a weary experience, whose 
monotony would be totally unrelieved ? Yet glance at 
the adventures of' his poetical career, and in number and 
variety they will be found equal to those of many a hale 
knight or wild votary of fashion. At what a tender age 
he renounced the dictation of masters, assumed the reins 
of education, and resolutely launched into the profession 
of a poet ! How soon he was engaged in a quarrel with 
Ambrose Phillips, and what a' long satirieal contest en- 
sued with Dennis and Cibber ! Then followed his inti- 
macy with Lady Montague ; their fierce encounters of 
wit ; their friendship, correspondence, and mutual enmi* 
ty. These and similar scenes of literary anima<^ity, were 
brightened by friendly intercourse with Gay, Swift, and 
Bolingbroke, and relieved by long periods of study «Lud 
composition, visits to noblemen, short 30MTt\e^*> «xv^ ^'Si- 
jaestie dutiem Jind thuf the weak aad dVm\a\)XY«^ v^wX 
6 
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managed to rise above the dull existence his organization 
seemed to ensure, and to find abundance of interest in 
the excitement of critical warfare and the pursuit of poeti- 
cal renown. It is a wonderful evidence of the power of 
mind, that this blighted germ of humanity — who was 
braced in canvass in order to hold himself upright — put 
to bed and undressed all his life like a child— often una* 
ble to digest the luxuries he could not deny himself, of to 
keep his eyes open at the honourable tables to which his 
talents alone gave him access — should y^t be the terror of 
his foes, the envy of his rivals, and the admiration of his 
friends. He could not manage the sword he so ostenta- 
tiously displayed in society, but he wielded a pen whose 
caustic satire was amply adequate to minister either to his 
self-defence or revenge. He was * sent into this breath- 
ing world but half made up,' and calls his existence * a 
long disease ;' but nature atoned for the unkindness, by 
endowing him with a judgment marvellous for its refined 
correctness. He could not enjoy with his neighbours the 
healthful exercises of the chase; but while they were 
pursuing a poor hare, with whose death ended the sport, 
his mind was borne along in a race of rhyme destined to 
carry his name with honour to posterity. He ''never 
laughed heartily ; but while weaving his heroics, forgot 
pain, weariness and the world. In the street, he was an 
object of pity — at his desk, a king. His head was early 
deprived of hair, and ached severely almost every day of 
his life ; but his eyes were singularly expressive, and his 
voice uncommonly melodious. In youth he suffered the 
decrepitude of age, but at the same time gave evidence 
of mental precocity and superior sense. He was un- 
equal to a personal rencontre with those who ridiculed 
his works ; but he has bestowed upon them an immortal 
vengeance in the Dunciad. H\b \Hvlot\»»%Nft ^T«sii^\sKi\. 
J^iio out &om the triampha of |^iliaJiXrjtVaX\«a \a^«o^ 
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and Tepataiion long secured him the society and professed 
friendship of the roost brilliant woman of the day ; and 
obtained for him, during most of his life, the faithful 
care and companionship of Martha Bloant. He never 
knew the buoyancy of spirit which good health induces, 
but was Tery familiar with that keen delight that springs 
from successful mental enterprise. He could not com- 
mand the consideration attached to noble birth ; but, on 
the strength of his intellectual endowments, he was al- 
ways privileged to tax the patience of his titled acquaint- 
ance for his own convenience and pleasure. 

Men of letters have been called a race of creatures of 
a nature between the two sexes. Pope is a remarkable 
exemplification of the idea. There is a tone of decided 
manliness in the strong sense which characterizes his 
productions, and a truly masculine vigour in the patient 
application with which he opposed physical debility. His 
disposition on the other hand was morbidly vain. He 
was weak enough to indulge an ambition for distinguish- 
ed acquaintance, and a most efieminate caprice swayed his 
attachments and enmities. Another prominent trait in- 
creased his resemblance to the female sex. I allude to 
a quality which the phrenologists call secretiveness. In 
its healthy exercise its operation is invaluable. To its 
influence is ascribed much of that address and tact, in 
which women are so superior to men. The latter, in or- 
dinary affairs, generally adopt a very direct course. They 
confide in strength rather than policy. They overlook 
lesser means in the contemplation of larger ends.~^ This, 
indeed) is partly owing to their position. Nature always 
gives additional resources where the relation is that of 
the pursued rather than the pursuer. Hence, the insight 
into character, the talent for observation, the skill in trac- 
jag^ motives and anticipating results, "wYadci \»W\\|^ \ft ^^ 
mea. It is the abiise« however, o£ t^us XmX. ^OaaX\& ^^v 
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ous in Pope. There seems liille question that he was an 
artful man. He made use of the most unnecessary strata* 
gems to compass a simple favour. His cunniAg, indeed, 
was chiefly directed to the acquisition of fame ; but no- 
thing subtracts more from our sense of reputation, than 
a conviction that it is an exclusive end to its possessor. 
Truly great men never trouble themselves about their 
fame. They press bravely on in the path of honour and 
leave their renown to take care of itself. It succeeds as 
certainly as any law of nature. AH elevated spirits h ve 
a calm confidence in. this truth. Washington felt it a 
the darkest hour of the revolution, and Shakspere un- 
consciously realized it, when he concluded his last playf 
and went -quietly down to finish his days in the countiy. 
Pope was a gifted mortal, but he was not of this ctdihte. 
He thought a great deal about his reputation. He was 
not satisfied merely to labour for it, and leave the result 
He disputed its possession inch by inch with the critics, 
and resorted to a thousand petty tricks to secure its en- 
joyment. The management he displayed in order to pub- 
lish his letters, is an instance in point. No one can read 
them without feeling they were written for more eyes 
than those of his correspondents. There is a laboured 
sfTiartness, a constant exhibition of fine sentiment,^ which 
is strained and unnatural. His repeated deprecation of 
motives of Tig^randizement, argues, * a thinking too pre- 
cisely' on the very subject ; and no man, whose chief am- 
bition was to gain a few dear friends, would so habitually 
proclaim it. These tender and delicate aspi'tttions live 
in the secret places of the heart. They are breathed in 
lonely prayers, and uttered chiefly in quiet sighs. Scarcely 
do they obtain natural expression amid the details of a 
literary correspondence. True sentiment is modest. It 
may tinge the conversation and giN© «Lfe^V\ti^\ttii^\»>5Dk% 
epistle f bat it makes not a confeasVonsl ci tit^rj ^rjostj- 
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: box, or gallery. 'Rie letters of Pdpe lea?e upon the 
mind an impression of affectation. Doubtless they con- 
tain much that is sincere in sentiment and candid in opi- 
niont but the general efiect lacks the freedom and hearti- 
ness of genuine letter-writing. Many of the bard*s 
foibles should be ascribed to his bodily ailments, and the 
indulgence which he always commanded. Nor should 
we forget that he proved himself above literary servility— 
and was, in many instances, a most faithful friend, and 
alwa3rs an exemplary son. Pope was the poet of wit 
and fancy, rather than of enthusiasm and imagination, i 
His invention is often brilliant, but never grand. He 
rarely excites any sentiment of sublimity, but often one of 
|4ea«ire. There is little in his poetry that seems the off- 
spring of emotion. He never appears to have written 
from overpowering impulse. His finest verses have an 
air of premeditation. We are not swept away by a torrent 
of individual passion as in Byron, nor melted by a natu- 
ral sentiment as in Bums, nor exalted by a grandeur of 
imagery as in Milton. We read Pope with a regular 
pulse. He often provokes a smile, but never calls forth a 
tear. His rationality appproves itself to our understand- 
ing, his fancifulness excites our applause ; but the cita- 
del of the soul is uninvaded. We perceive, unawares per- 
haps, that books have quickened die bard's conception far 
more than experience. It may be fairly doubted whether 
Pope possessed, in any great degree, the true political sen- 
sibility to Nature. He thought more of his own domains 
than becomes a true son o the muse, and had a most 
unpoetical regard for money, as well as contempt for pov- 
erty. His favourite objects of contemplation were Alex- 
ander Pope and Twickenham. We cannot wonder that 
he failed as an editor of Shakspere. Few ob\^c\& ^t 
acsDes of the outward world awoke fe^Wikg^ VckVv&XjwaswsL 
" too deep for tears. " He never claimed «ac\i l^^wr^v^ 
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with tlie element8'88 t6 fancy himself *. a portiottiof this 
tempest' It is trae he describes well; but whefe the 
materials of his pictures are not borrowed, they reaemUe 
authentic nomenclatures more than genial sketches. He 
does not personify nature^with the ardour of a rotary. He 
never follows with a lover's perception the phases of a 
natural phenomenon. The evening wind mig^t have 
cooled his brow forever, ere he would have been prompted 
to trace its course with the grateful fondness of Bryant 
He might have lived upon the sea-coast, and never revell- 
ed in its grandeur as did the Peer, and passed a daisy 
every day, nor felt the meek appeal of its lowly beauty, as 
did the Ploughman. Even in his letters, Pope depicts 
scenery with a very cool admiration ; and never seems 
to associate it with any sentiment of moral interest. 
Where any thing of this appears, it is borrowed. The 
taste of Pope was evidently artificial to the last degree. 
He delighted in a grotto decked out vnth looking*g^s and 
coloured stones, as much as Wordsworth in a mountain- 
path, or Scott in a border antiquity. The Rape of the 
Lock is considered his most characteristic production, and 
abounds with brilliant fancy and striking invention. 
But to what is it devoted ? The celebration of a trivial 
incident in fashionable life. Its inspiration is not of ihe 
grove, but the boudoir. It is not bright with the radiance 
of truth, but with the polish of art. It breathes not the 
fragrance of wild -flowers, but the fumes of tea. It dis- 
plays not the simple features of nature, but the parapher- 
nalia of the toilet We know what the heroine wears and 
what she does, but must conjecture her peculiar senti- 
ments, and make out of the details of her dress and cii^ 
i:umstances, an idea of her character. 

On her white breast,^ apaikliiv^ cxoes ahc wore, 
Which Jews might kiss and inMc^ ^ose. 
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Faultlon lines indeed, end they ring nioetli«niioniow 
!y ; bat the poet of feeling, woald have thrilled us with 
his description of Belinda^s channs, and the poet of ima- 
gination would ha¥e carried us beneath both the cross and 
the bosom it adorned, to the young heart of the maiden, 
and made us ' leap on its pants triumphant' Yet this 
poem is an extraordinary proof of Pope's fiemcy. He has 
invented a long story out of a single and not very inter- 
esting fact ; and he has told this tale in a language the most 
choice, and rhymes the most correct The poem is like 
the fruits and flowers of precious stones set in the exqui- 
site pietra dura tables of Italy,— clear, fanciful, rarely 
combined, but un warmed with any glow of nature ; and 
better calculated to awaken admiration than excite sym- 
pathy. 

It is usual to speak of Pope as a poet of the past — 
one whose peculiarities have given place to a new order 
of things. But we have ever representatives of his school, 
both in literature and life. Men who have cultivated their 
manners to an elegant degree of plausibility, orators who 
'have become masters of an engaging elocution, the 
grace of which wins us from criticism and reflection, 
poets who have perfectly learned how to versify, and have 
more sense than sensibility, more wit than enthusiasm, 
more fancy than imaginative power ; — such are legitimate 
disciples of Pope. They are useful, attractive, often de- 
lightful beings, and efiect much in their way ; but humani- 
ty can be * touched to finer issues' than these convention- 
al though brilliant accomplishments. The truthful as- 
pirant, the mind elevated by great views and aims, the 
spontaneous and overflowing soul — such spirits as Milton, 
Bums, Coleridge, and Lamb, awaken a profounder regard. 
The Essay on Man contains many truisms, a long array 
of common-place Acts, and a few inteiesiCva^Vtvk^^^ '^V^ 
theory it unfolda whether the poeCa at lw»s«y!N^^^^^^^ 
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little consolation to an ardent and sensitive mind. Fope 
cherished no very tender or comprehensive views of his 
race. His observation enabled him only to * catch the 
manners living as they rise ;' and accordingly many oS 
his couplets have passed into proverbs. He inqoiiet 

* of God above, or man below. 
What can we reason, but from what we know T 

A curious query for a poet whose distinction it is to en- 
joy the insight of a generous imagination, and whose 
keen sympathies take him constantly from the narrow 
limits of the actual, soften the angles of mere logical per- 
ception, and * round them with a sleep' — the sweet and 
dreamy repose of poetical reverie. Pope sings not of 

Hopes and fears that kindle hope. 

An undistinguishable throng, 
And gentle wishes long subdued. 

Subdued and cherished long. 

The Epistle to Abelard breathes, indeed, the tremulous 
faith of love, and paints, not uneffectively, the struggle of 
that passion in a vestal *s heart, but the bard himself re- 
fers us to the original letter for the sentiment of thct 
poem. Even the pious invocation of ' The Dying Chris- 
tian to his Soul,' was written with a view to other effu- 
sions of a similar nature. The Translations and Imita- 
tions of Pope, greatly outweigh his original pieces — a 
sufficient proof that poetry was to him more of an art 
than an impulse. The Iliad, however little it may credit 
his scholarship and fidelity to the original, is truly an 
extraordinary evidence of his facility in versifying, and 
of his patient industry. Pope's ideal lay almost wholly 
in language. He thought that 

' True expression like the unchanging sun. 
Clears and improves whate'et it aVATvea ui^otk^ 
ItgildM all objects, but it aUers none? 
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To him we are mainly indebted for a new reTelation 
of the capabilities of English heroic Terse. He gave the 
most striking examples of his favourite theory, that 
* souud should seem an echo to the sense.' He carried 
out the improvement in diction which Dryden com- 
menced ; and while Addison was producing beautiful spe- 
cimens of ref<mned prose, Pope gave a polish and point 
to verse before unknown. When the vast number of his 
couplets are considered, their fastidious correctness is 
truly astonishing. How many examples occur to the 
memory of his correct and musiAl rhymes, ringing like 
the clear chimes of a favourite bell through a frosty at- 
mosphere ! How often do we forget the poverty of the 
thought — the familiarity of the image — the triteness of 
the truths they convey, in the fascinating precision of the 
verse! It becomes, indeed, wearisome at length from 
sameness ; and to be truly enjoyed must be only resorted 
to occasionally. The poetical diction of Pope resembles 
mosaic-work. His words, like the materials of that art, 
are fitted together with a marvellous nicety. The pic- 
tures formed are vivid, exact, and skilful. The consum- 
mate tact thas displayed charms the fancy, and suggests 
a degree of patient and tasteful labour which excites ad- 
miration. The best mosaic paintings have a fresh viva- 
city of hue, and a distinctness of outline, which gratifies 
the eye ; but we yield a higher tribute to the less formal 
and more spiritual products of the pencil. And such is 
the distinction between Pope and more imaginative poets. 
The bright enamel of his rhymes, is like a frozen lake 
over which we glide, as a skater before the wind, sur- 
rounded by a glittering landscape of snow. There is a 
pleasing exhilaration in our course, but little glow of 
heart or exultation of soul. The poetry, of a deeper and 
less artiGcial school is like that lake oxv «l svntWKvet v<^- 
oii^, upoa whose tide we float in a p\eaa\itft->Q«aX. A^^-- 
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ing upon the flowering bankft, the warm snnset, and 
the coming forth of the stars. To appreciate justly the 
perfection to which Pope carried the heroic verse, it is 
only necessary to consider how few subsequent rh3rmers 
have equalled him. He created a standard in this de- 
partment which is not likely soon to be superseded. 
Other and less studied metres have since come into 
vogue, but this still occupies and must retain an impor- 
tant place. It is doubtless the best for an occasional 
poem intended for oral delivery. Few can manage the 
Spenserian stanza widl efl^t, and blank verse often wea- 
ries an audience. There is a directness in the heroic 
metre admirably adapted for immediate impression. The 
thought is converged to bright sallies within its brief lim- 
its, and the quickly succeeding rhymes sweeten the sen- 
timent to the ear. Finely chosen words are very effec- 
tive in the heroic measure, and images have a striking 
relievo. For bold appeal, and keen satire, this medium 
is unsurpassed ; and it is equally susceptible of touching 
melody. Witness Byron's description of the dead Me- 
dora, and Campbell's protest against scepticism. Rogers 
and our own Sprague have won their fairest laurels in 
heroic verse. With this school of poetry, Pope is wholly 
identified. He most signally exhibited its resources, and 
to him is justly ascribable the honour of having made it" 
the occasion of refining the English language. He illus- 
trates the power of correctness — the effect of precision. 
His example has done much to put to shame careless 
habits of expression. He was a metrical essayist of ex- 
cellent sense, rare fancy, and bright wit. He is the 
apostle of legitimate rhyme, and one of the true masters 
of the an of verse. 
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In the gallery of the English* poets, we linger with 
peculiar emotion before the portrait of Cowper. We 
think of him as a youth, ' giggling and making giggle ' at 
his uncle's house in London, and indulging an attach- 
ment destined to be sadly disappointed ; made wretched 
by the idea of a peculiar destiny ; transferred from a cir- 
cle of literary roysterers to the gloomy precincts of an 
Insane Asylum ; partially rf^stored, yet shrinking from 
the responsibilities incident to his age ; restless, undeci- 
ded, desponding even to suicidal wretchedness, and 
finally abandoning a world for the excitement and strug- 
gles of which he was wholly unfit. We follow him into 
the bosom of a devoted family ; witness with admiration 
the facility he exhibits in deriving- amusements from 
trifling employments — gathering every way-side flower 
even in the valley of despair, finding no comfort but in 
* self-deception,' and finding this in * self-discipline.' We 
behold his singular re-appearance in the world in the ca- 
pacity of an author, — genius reviving the ties that mis- 
fortune had broken. We trace with delight his intellec- 
tual career in his charming correspondence with Hayley, 
Hill, and his cousin, the vividness of his affections in his 
poem to his mother's picture, the play of his fancy in 
John Gilpin, bis reBective ingenuity m vYv^ 'X^'^. '^^ 
recall the closing scene— the failing facuXue^ olVxa^^- 
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iul companion,'^ his removal from endeared scenes, bis 
sad walks by the sea-shore, his patient, but profound 
melancholy and peaceful death — ^with the solemn relief 
that ensues from the termination of a tragedy. And 
when we are told that an expression of ** holy surprise" 
settled on the face of the departed, we are tempted to ex- 
claim with honest Kent — 

O, let him pass ! he hates him 

That would upon the rack of this rude world. 

Stretch him out longer. 

At an age when most of his countr3rmen are confirmed 
in prosaic habits, William Cowper sat down to versify. 
No darling theory of the art, no restless thirst for fame, 
no bardic frenzy prompted his devotion. He sought in . 
poetic labour oblivion of consciousness. He strove to 
make a Leth^ of the waters of Helicon. The gift of a 
beautiful mind was marred by an unhappy temperament ; 
the chords of a tender heart proved too delicate for the 
winds of life ; and the unfortunate youth became an in- 
tellectual hypochondriac. In early manhood, when the 
first cloud of insanity had dispersed, he took, as it were, 
monastic vows — and turned aside from the busy metrop- 
olis, where his career began, to seek the solace of rural 
retirement. There, the tasteful care of a conservatory, 
the exercise of mechanical ingenuity, repose, seclusion 
and kindness, gradually restored his spirit to calmness ; 
and then the intellect demanded exercise, and this it 
found in the service of the muse. Few of her votaries 
afford a more touching instance of suffering than the bard 
of Olney. In the records of mental disease, his case has 
a melancholy prominence — not that it is wholly isolated, 

• Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like 2an/eruage uttered in a dream. 
Yet me they charm, whate'er t\ve\T \\\eTJ\«^ 
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bat because the patient tells, his own story, and hallows 
the memory of his griefs by uniform gentleness of soul 
and engaging graces of mind. To account for the 
misery of Cowper, is not so important as to receive and 
act upon the lesson it conveys. His history is an ever- 
eloquent appeal in behalf of those, whose delicate organ- 
isation and sensilive temper expose them to moral 
anguish. Whether his gloom is ascribable to a state of 
the brain as physiologists maintain, to the ministry of 
spirits as is argued by the Swedenborgians, or to the in- 
fluence of a creed as sectarians declare, is a matter of no 
comparative moment — :since there is no doubt the germs 
of insanity existed in his very constitution. " I cannot 
bear much thinking,'* he says. ** The meshes of the 
brain are composed of such mere spinner's threads in 
me, that when a long thought finds its way into them, it 
buzzes and twangs and bustles about at such a rate as 
seems to threaten the whole contexture." Recent dis- 
coveries have proved that there is more physiological 
truth in this remark, than the unhappy poet could ever 
have suspected. The ideas about which his despair 
gathered, were probably accidental. His melancholy 
naturally was referred to certain external causes, but its 
true origin is to be sought among the mysteries of our 
natuie. The avenues of joy were closed in his heart 
He tells us, a sportive thought startled him. " It is as if 
a harlequin should intrude himself into the gloomy 
chamber where a corpse is deposited." In reading his 
productions, with a sense of his mental condition, what 
a mingling of human dignity and woe is present to the 
imagination! A mind evolving the most rational and 
virtuous conceptions, yet itself the prey of absurd delu- 
sions ; a heart overfiowmg with the truest sympathy for 
a sick hare, yet pained at the idea of l\ie c)Kvvtc)^A!ATi^wT& 
pud to Handel; a soul grateiully Tecog;amx\% ^^Xsfer 
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nignity of Grod, in the fresh verdare of the m3rTtle, and 
the mutual attachment of doves, and yet incredulous of 
his care for its own eternal destiny ! What a striking 
incongruity between the thoughtful man, expatiating in 
graceful numbers upon the laws of Nature and the 
claims of Religion, and the poor mortal deferring to an 
ignorant school-master, and " hunted by spiritual hounds 
in the night-season;" the devout poet celebrating his 
Maker's glory, and the madman trembling at the wax- 
ing moon ; the afiectionate friend, patient and devoted, 
and the timid devotee deprecating the displeasure of a 
clerg3rman, who reproved his limited and harmless plea- 
sures ! 

It has been objected to Hamlet, that the sportiveness 

* of the prince mars the efiect of his thoughtfxilness. It is 
natural when the mind is haunted and oppressed by any 
painful idea which it is necessary to conceal, to seek re- 
lief, and at the same time increase the deception, by a 
kind of playfulness. This is exemplified in Cowper's 
letters. ** Such thoughts," he says, ** as pass through my 
head when I am not writing, make the subject of my let- 
ters to you." One overwhelming thought, however, was 
gliding like a dark, deep stream beneath the airy struc- 
tures he thus reared to keep his mind from being swept 
off by its gloomy current To this end, he surrendered 
his pen to the most obvious pleasantry at hand, and dallied 
with the most casual thoughts of the moment, as Hamlet 
talks about the " old true-penny in the cellerage," when 
the idea of his father's spirit is weighing with awful mys- 
teriousness upon his heart, and amuses himself with joking 
Old Polonius, when the thought of filial revenge is sway- 
ing the very depths of his soul. Cowper speculates on 
baloons, moralizes on politics, chronicles the details of 

his home-experiencei even to the acc\d«tv\& i^^^alUti^^m 
the uae of a broken table, with the AaxtDMi^ «a ^A ^v 
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fulness that marks the correspondence of a liicely gvA. 
How oflen are these letters the proofs of rare heroism ! 
How often were those flowers of fancy watered by a 
bleeding heart ! By what an efibrt of will was his mind 
turned from its forebodings, from the dread of his wretch- 
ed anniversary, from the one horrible idea that darkened 
his being, to the very trifles of common-life, the every-day 
circumstances which he knew so well how to array with 
fresh interest and agreeable combination ! Cowper's story 
indicates what a world of experience is contained in one 
solitary life. It lifts the vei] from a single human bosom, 
and displays all the elements of suffering, adventure and 
peace, which we are apt to think so dependant upon out- 
ward circumstances ! There is. more to be learned from 
such a record than most histories afford. They relate 
things en masscj and battles, kings and courts pass before 
us, like mists along a mountain-range ; but in such a life 
as that of Cowper, we tremble at the capacity of woe in- 
volved in the possession of sensibility, and trace with awe 
and pity the mystery of a ** mind diseased." The anato- 
my of the soul is, as it were, partially disclosed. Its con- 
flicting elements, its intensity of reflection, its marvellous 
action, fill us with a new and more tender reverence. Nor 
are the darker shades of this remarkable mental portrait 
unrelieved. To the reader of his life, Cowper's encounter 
with young Unwin, under the trees at Huntingdon, is as 
bright a gleam of destiny as that which visited his heart 
at Southampton. At the very outset of his acquaintance 
with this delightful family, he calls them " comfortable 
people." This term may seem rather humble compared 
with such epithets as * brilliant,' * gifted ' and * interest- 
ing;' but to a refined mind it is full of significance. 
Would there were more comfortable people in the world I 
Where there is rare talent in a compamoxi^ \!l[i«i^ y^ w2^* 
dam repose. Entbusit^tn is apt to xnake n^it) M:^<(xaiGbr 
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fortable demands upon oar symj^athies, and strong-aetise 
is not infrequently accompanied by a dogmatical spirit 
Erudite society is generally devoid of freshness, and 
poeticfid spirits have the reputation of egotism. How- 
ever improving such companions may be, to sensitive 
persons they are seldom comfortable. There is a silent 
influence in the mere presence of every one, which, 
whether animal magnetism b^ true or not, makes itself 
felt, unless the nerves are insensible ; and then there is 
a decided character in the voice and manner, as well as 
in the conversation. In comfortable people, all these are 
harmonized. The whole impression is cheering. We 
are at ease, and yet gratified ; we are soothed and happy. 
With such companionship weis Cowper blessed in the 
Unwins. No • stricken deer ' that ever left the herd of 
men, required such a solace more. We cannot wonder 
it proved a balm. The matronly figure of Mrs. Unwin 
and her * sweet, serene face,' rise before the fancy as' pic- 
tures of actual memory. We see her knitting beside the 
fire on a winter day, and Cowper writing opposite ; hear 
her friendly expostulation when he ovefrtasked his mind, 
and see the smile with which she ' restored his fiddle,' 
when rest made it safe to resume the pen. We follow 
them with a gaze of affectionate respect as they walk at 
noon along the gravel-walk, and honour the maternal so- 
licitude that sustains her patient vigils beside the sick-bed 
of the bard. In imagination we trace her demeanor, as 
vrith true female tact she contrived to make the people 
regard her charge only with reverence. Like a star of 
peace and promise, beams the memory of this excellent 
woman upon Cowper*s sad history ; and Lady Hesketh 
and ' Sister Anne ' are the lesser, but still benignant lu- 
minaries.of that troubled sky. Such glimpses of woman 
rindicatB her true rights more thsitk «iX!l ^^ it«xwrv^ ^l 
■Mtry WalsKmeertilL They pto^e ^i«t AdMH \a Vy^Jmr 
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Tespect than can attach to the trophies of valoar or genias. 
They exhibit her in all the dignity of pure affection, in 
the discharge of duties and the exercise of sentiment 
more exalted than the statesman or soldier can ever boast. 
They throw around Olney more sacred associations than 

' those which consecrate Vaucluse. Not to a selfish pas- 
sion, not to ambitious display, not to petty triumphs did 
these women minister, but to a kindred nature whose 
self-sustaining energies had been weakened, to a rare 
spirit bereft of a. hope, to a noble heart over-shadowed 
by despair. It was an office worthy of angels ; and even 
on earth was it thus fulfilled. 

It is not surprising that B3rTon denied to Cowper the 
title of poet To an impassioned imagination, the tone 
of his writings cannot but appear subdued even to abso- 
lute tameness. There are, however, in his poems flights 
of fancy, fine comparisons and beautiful descriptive sketch- 
es enough to quicken and impart singular interest to the 
' still life' so congenial to his muse. He compared her 
array not inaptly to a quaker-costume. Verse was delib- 
erately adopted by Cowper at a mature age, as a medium 
of usefulness. His poetry is not therefore the overflowing 
of youthful feeling, and his good judgment probably warn- 
ed him to avoid exciting themes, even had his inclination 
tended in that direction. He became a lay-preacher in 
numbers. His object was to improve men, not like the 
bard of Avon by powerfully unfolding their passions, nor 
like Pope by pure satire ; but rather through the quiet 
teachings of a moralist. He discourses upon hunting, 
cards, the abuses of the clerical profession and other pre- 
vailing follies, like a man who is convinced of the vanity 
of worldly pleasure and anxious to dispel its allusions from 
other minds. His strain is generally chatactftivxad Vi^ 
good sense, occaaionally enlivened by qu\e\.\i\imo\tt>«3cA 

&equmitly exhibits uncommon beauties oC aV^\ewA\tQ»3^ 
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ry. It is almost invariably calm. Moral iodignatioa if 
perhaps the only very warm sentiment with which it 
glows. It may be questioned whether Cowpez's previous 
experience was the best adapted to educate a reformer. 
He was a member of a society of wits, called the ' Non- 
sense Club ;' and from what we can learn of his associates, 
it is highly probable that the moderate pursuit of pleasara 
was a spectacle very unfamiliar to his youth. Hence, 
perhaps, the severe light in which he viewed society, and 
the narrow system upon which he judged mankind. 

' Truths that the theorist could never reach. 
And observation taught me I would teach.' 

It is obvious that the poet's observation was remarka- 
bly nice and true in certain departments of life, but his 
early diffidence, few companions and retiring habits must 
have rendered bis views of social charactepstics, partial 
and imperfect. His pictures of spiritual pride and cleri- 
cal f(^pery are indeed life-like, but prejudice blinded him 
to many of the redeeming traits of human nature, and the 
habit of judging all men by the mere light of his own 
consciousness prevented him from realizing many of their 
real wants, and best instincts^ His notions on the sub^ 
ject of music, the drama, life in cities, and some otlier 
subjects, were one-sided and unphilosophical. He gene- 
rally unfolds the truth, but it is not always the whole 
truth. There is, too, a poetic remedy for human error, 
that his melancholy temper forbade his applying. It is 
derived from the religion of hope, faith in man — the ge- 
nial optimism which some later bards have delightfully 
advocated. To direct men's thoughts to the redeeming 
aspects of life, to celebrate the sunshine and the flower 
as types of Eternal goodness and symbols of human joy, 
to lead forth the sated reveller and make him feel the 
glory (if tbe-. stars and the fiesiitieaa oi >^ \stQaaft^ ^ 
tir^Uh^ iuto the ear of toa vii^ mAsAift%^l w«aamjN«k 



charm the votary of fashion by endearing porfraitnres of 
haroUe virtne — these hare been found moral specifics, 
superior to formal expostulation or direct appeal. Cow- 
per doubtless exerted a happy influence upon his contem- 
poraries, and there is an order of minds to which his 
teachings are peculiarly adapted. He speaks from the 
contemplatiTe air of rural retirement. He went thither 
" to muse on the perishing pleasures of life," to prove 
that 

The only amaranthine flower on earth. 
Is Virtue ; the only lasting treasure, Truth. 

In favour of these principles he addressed his country- 
men, and the strain was worthier than any that had long 
struck their ears. Gradually it found a response, con- 
firmed the right intentions of lowly hearts, and carried 
conviction to many a thoughtful youth. There was lit- 
tle, however, in this improved poetry, of the " richest 
music of humanity," or of the electrifying cheerfulness 
of true inspiration, and hence, much ofit has lost its in- 
terest, and the bard of Olney is known chiefly by a few 
characteristic gems of moral meditation and graphic por- 
traiture. Our obligations, then, to Cowper as a teacher, 
are comparatively limited. He was conscious of a good 
design, and felt himself a sincere advocate. 

* But nobler yet, and nearer to the skies. 
To feel one's self in hours serene and still. 
One of the spirits chosen by Heaven to turn 
The sunny side of things to human eyes.* 

The most truly poetic phases of Cowper's verse, are 
the portions devoted to rural and domestic subjects. Here 
he was at home and alive to every impression. His dis- 
position was of that retiring kind that shrinks from the 
world, and is free and at ease only in seclusloiv. To 
exhibit himself, he tells us, was ' moTla\ i^\aoxv\' «w^\l\^ 
Araariie image to represent his own coxid\x\oti,'w^a^x^'^KtL 
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from the touching instinct which leads a wounded deer 
to quit the herd and withdraw into lonely shades to die. 
He desired no nearer view of the world than he could 
gain from the *husy map of life* — a newspaper; or 
Uirough the * loop-holes of retreat, to see the stir of the 
great Babel and not feel the crowd.' I knew a lady 
whose feelings, in this respect, strongly resembled those of 
Cowper, who assured me, she often wished herself pro- 
vided like a snail, that she might peep out securely from 
her shell, and withdraw in a moment from a stranger's 
gaze behind an impenetrable shield. Such beings find 
their chief happiness in the sacred privacy of home. 
They leave every public shrine lo keep a constant vigil 
at the domestic altar. There burns without ceasing, the 
fire of their devotion. They turn from the idols of fash- 
ion to worship their household gods. The fire-side, the 
accustomed window, the familiar garden bound their 
desires. To happy domestic influences Cowper owed all 
the peace of mind he enjoyed. He eulogized the blessing 
with grateful sincerity. 

friendly to the best pursuits of man. 
Friendly to thought, to virtue and to peace. 
Domestic life in rural leisure passed ! 

" Constant occupation without care," was his ideal of 
existence. Even winter was endeared by its home-en- 
joyments : 

1 crown thee king of intimate delights 
Fire-side enjoyments, home-born happiness. 

It was here that the poet struck a responsive chord in the 
hearts of his countrymen. He sang of the sofa — a me* 
morial of English comfort ; of home, the castle of Enirlish 
happiness and independence ; — of the newspaper — the 
morning and evening pastime of Englishmen ; — of the 
'hissing urn* and * the cups thut cheei,b\\V\\ox*\\vfc\stWW — 
iAe peculiar luxury of his native land ; — o^ vYk^' ^^aiV^xA 
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twilight,' the * winter evening,' the * noon-day walk' — all 
subjects consecrated by national associations. Goldsmitli 
and Thomson are the poets of rnral life, and Cowper 
completes the charming triumvirate. The latter's love 
of the country was absolute. 

I never framed a wish, or formed a plan, 
That flattered me with hopes of earthly bliss. 
But there I laid the scene. 

His description of the pursuits of horticulture, winter 
landscapes, and rustic pleasures, eloquently betray this 
peculiar fondness for the scenery and habits of rural life. 
Many of these pictures are unique, and constitute Gow- 
per's best title to poetic flBuaae. 
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Happiness is ccmsidered by many philosophers aa 
chiefly dependant upon constitution. There is certainly 
a vaat difference in the susoeptilnlity to enjoyment among 
men, and none the less as regards their capacity e( en- 
durance. An easy temperament — a mind endowed with 
luxurious tastes, yet undisturbed by intense desire, will 
be sure of gnilification when free from physical suffer- 
ing, and wiihin reach of its favourite objects; while 
an ambitious and restless disposition, pines in the midst 
of plenty. When an amiable heart is united to ample 
mental resources, good health and a contented spirit, a 
certain quiet Epicurism is the result which renders life 
prolific of pleasure. Men thus organized and endowed, 
are happy until actually deprived of their blessings. 
They feel little concern for the future ; habitually disre- 
gard the painful associations of the past, and cordially 
improve the present. They contrive to maintain a per- 
petual truce with care. Their equanimity is not ruffled # 
by passion. Their peace is seldom invaded by anxiety. 
Physically healthy, the brain operates serenely ; optimists 
by nature, hope balances apprehension, and the heart pre- 
serves a complacent self-possession. Such men never 
have a " lean and hungry look." They " hear music," 
rel/sA good viands, and extol gralUude as a cardinal 
virtue. Longings waste not lYveu ©t\d^ft^\ «x\«ijX 
-hopes win not their attention from the Vnvme^^Na- 'l>a«i 
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are prompt on all pleasurable occasions. Fervid antici- 
pation mars not to them reality. Irritating regret chains 
them not to departed joys. Life has momently a fresh 
interest. They go with the stream, and take things as 
they come, ever contriving to see a rainbow in the midst 
of the 'storm. Such men grow fat. They are most 
pleasing companions. They put us at ease and in good 
humour with the world. They will not quarrel, and are 
seldom vexed. No fever of philanthropy, no mania of 
politics, no pressure of affairs, can permanently excite 
them. They are all for the calm, the sequestered, the 
tasteful, the luxurious. They smile at the writhing of 
the passionate, and pity the eager crowd. The world 
calls them lazy, and they are not anxious to discredit the 
title. In literature, such men form the exception, not the 
rule. The pursuit of letters is too often joined with 
morbid vanity and insatiable ambition. Were it not for 
an occasional example of the Epicurean kUerato, the pro- 
fession might be deemed incompatible with happiness. 
Where the " elements are so mixed" in the man as to 
promote the poet's felicity, few human beings derive from 
existence, higher and more constant satisfaction. The 
muse to these souls comes with little courting. Study is 
but infrequently a toil. Such spirits wait for good 
rather than seek it ; above all, they appropriate it, and, 
unless fortune is strangely perverse, obtain and actualize 
more than an average share. 

Of this species was James Thomson. When he first 
went up to London with " Winter" as a capital, while en- 
joying the view of city novelties, he suflered his intro- 
ductory letters to be purloined. He was unadroit, a poor 
horseman, and a bad reader. The affections once con- 
centrated upon Amanda, were dispet^s^ ^mwv^ Vv^ 
friends and family; but he was a ceVWwXe t^^Jrki \x^\a. 
necessity than choice. 
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A literary lady invited him to pass the summer at her 
country-seat, but instead of flattering her intellectual 
propensity by sage conversation, he preferred to sip wine 
with her husband, and so lost the favour of a Countess. 
He was once seen to bite out the sunny side of a peach 
wi h his hands in his pockets. A lover of music, he did 
not fatigue himself with blowing a flute or flourishing a 
fiddle bow, but kept an iBolian harp in his window, and 
listened to the nightingales. 

Lend me yoar song, ye nightingales ! oh poor 
The mazy running soul of melody 
Into my varied verse. 

He courted the great for patronage, rather than seek 
" toilsome gains" by the industrious exercise of his pow- 
ers. He neglected his private concerns, until want or 
friendship goaded him to exertion. He mused pleasantly 
when alone, sat silent in large companies, and let the 
current of his soul flow freely among his intimate com- 
panions. He composed chiefly at night, when social 
allurements did not interfere with his meditations. To 
him might well apply what was said of a similar charac- 
ter — " Give him his leg of mutton and bottle of wine, and, 
in the very thick of calamity, he would be happy for the 
time being." He speaks of the " godlike wisdom of the 
tempered breast," and remarks—" to have always some 
secret, darling fdea, to which one can still have recourse, 
amidst the noise and nonsense of the world, and which 
never fails to touch us in the most exquisite manner, is 
an art of happiness that fortune cannot deprive us of." ^ 
The very diction of Thomson breathes a kind of luxu- 
rious serenity. The opening stanzas of the Castle of In- 
do}ence present a scene of dreamy repose, which soothes 
and mas the fkncy like an Easleiu VaVe* 
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' Here Banght but candour reigni , indulgent ene, 

Good-ftatur'd lounging, sauntering up and down : 

They who are pleased themselvea must always please: 

Oa other's ways they never squint or frown. 

Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 

• ••••• 

What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 
A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm ; 

Above the reach of wild ambition's wind. 
Above those passions that this world deform f 

The following is a friend's description of Thomson, in- 
serted in his own poem : 

A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems, 

Who void of envy, guile, and lust of gain. 
On virtue stilly and Nature's pleasing themes. 

Poured forth his unpremeditated strain : 
The world forsaking with a calm disdain, 

Here laugh'd he careless in his'^easy seat ; 
Here quaffed encircled with the joyous train. 

Oft moralizing sage ; his ditty sweet, 

He loathed much to write, he cared not to rep^uit. 

The blank-verse of the " Seasons" has none of the 
lofly efibrt of Milton, nor the passionate force so common 
in Shakspere. It is flowing and free. We perceive, 
indeed, a careful selection of words, and are sometimes 
conscioas of a studied construction. But, generally 
speaking, the language of Thomson is diffuse. His 
native idleness tinctures his poetic style. Perhaps its 
peculiar charm consists in the facility and unfettered 
course of the rhythm. One reason, however, of the 
vagueness of the impression we derive from his poetry, 
is the prolixity of the language. Several times in the 
coarse of this poem, occurs the word "amusive" — an 
epithet which admirably serves to designate the charac- 
ter of Thomson's verse. 
Although, for the most part, the WtJi o^ ^'^ '' '^^^- 
«0ii^^ was a passive recipient 6f poe\k«\ \\3SLVvssttKft»x 
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rather than a devoted worshipper and entluisiaatie ata- 
dent, let us fully recognize the worth of such poetry. 
There is a meditative interest and quiet morality inter- 
woven with its pictures. In accordance with his cast of 
mind, Thomson deemed sechided ease infinitely j[)refera- 
ble to the *' weary labyrinth of state," or the '* mnooth 
barbarity of courts." His essentials of happiness were 
Aq elegunt sufficiency, content, 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books, 
£Me 9A<1 alternate labour, useful life. 
Progressive virtue, and approving Heaven. 

And with genuine poetic pride, he sings : 
I care not Fortune what you me deny, 

You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace ; 
You cannot shut the windows of the sky, 

Through which Aurora shows her brigfatening face ; 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace. 

The woods or lawn, by living stream at eve; 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 

And I their toys to the great children leave : 

Of fancy, reason, virtue nought can me bereave. 

The tragedies and several minor efforts of Thomsoo 
are now quite neglected ; and he is remembered by two 
poems only. The reflective portions of these worka are 
unquestionable as regards the principles and motive* in* 
culcated. There is often a pure vein of devotion and 
patriotic feeling, which imparts the most pleasing impret- 
sion of the poet's views and character, and sufficiently ac* 
counts for the warm personal estimation in which he wof 
held. 

The " Seasons " ranks high in English poetry, chiefly 
from its descriptive fidelity. If an inhabitant of thi* 
planet were suddenly transferred to another sphere wher« 
an entirely diflerent order of things prevailed, this poem 
woa)d forever preserve to his mind a vivid picture of the 
earih he has quitted. Thomson aeetaaloWNeYw^^'^^ 
tocet coaaciendontiY in his gexuai tadu 3^ ha^ Va^M^^MB. 
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artist-like «nd correct nomenclature of the phenomena of 
Nature. For the most part the " Seasons" is a narrative 
of physical facts, familiar to every one. This explains 
the attractiveness of the poem. We are ever delighted 
with a true representation of whatever interests us. It 
jequires an introspective mind to appreciate the grand 
portraitUFeB of human passion and experience ; hut the 
graphic delineation of sensible objects appeals to univer- 
sal observation. Hence the popularity of Thomson. He 
has faithfully traced the various changes consequent upon 
the varyiog Year. The alternate vocations of husbandry, 
ihe successive sports which beguile the monotony of coun- 
try life, the drought and the freshet, the snow-^torm and 
the spring morning, the midsummer noon and the winter 
night, have found in him a graceful chronicler. His 
pages recall at once and with singular life the associations 
of the Seasons. Beyond this, they have no very strong 
hold upon the feelings. We derive from them few pow- 
erful impressions. Their influence is pleasing, but vague. 
There is a remarkable repose in the strain. It is^ more 
like the agreeable lassitude of a summer afternoon, than 
ihe dear excitement of an autumn morning. The taste- 
ful diction is often cold ; and were it not for the digres- 
aions which the poet makes to express occasionally some 
phenshed feeling, we should often find him rather tame 
and busiaess-^like. But the amiable and excellent senti- 
. mente he displays, the overflowing kindness of his heart, 
and the pensive morality scattered among his descriptions, 
serve to enliven them with something of a personal, ten- 
dftir m4 attractive hue. 

I cannot go 
Where universal Love smiles not around. 
Sustaining all yon orbs and all their sons ; 
From seeming evil still educing good; 
And better thence again, and beU^ .4^ 
In iuMaite progresiioQ. 
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The scholar, the friend and the idle dreamer, appear 
as conspicaously as the bard. The very familiarity of 
the scenes and circumstances, to which the poem is de- 
voted, is attractive. It is worthy of note, that we are as 
easily interested by what is exceedingly familiar, as by 
the novel and extraordinary. If a writer does not " o'er- 
step the modesty of nature," we like him all the better 
for treating of what is very near to us. The curiosity of 
the multitude is not extensive. The most universal sym- 
pathy is that devoted to what is adjacent. Cervantes rose 
to fame by describing the manners of his own country. 
There are hundreds who follow Thomson with delight 
over the every-day scenes of the earth, to one who soars 
with Milton beyond its confines. Hence it has been said 
that *' the Seasons look best a little torn and dog's-eared ;" 
and a man of genius who saw a copy in this condition on 
the window-seat of an ale-house, exclaimed — " this is 
fame !" Paul Jones was a devoted lover of this poem. 
What a contrast must its peaceful beauty have presented 
to the scenes of violence and danger in which he de- 
lighted ! 

The varying popularity of celebrated works is to be 
accounted for principally by their distance or vicinity to 
the associations of each age. We sometimes yawn over 
Ariosto's battles and knights, while we are often kindled 
and charmed by Childe Harold. Chivalric enterprises 
belong to the past ; but a tour through Switzerland and 
Italy, is among the common achievements of the day. 
And thus Thomson is indebted to his faithful pictures of 
Nature's annual decay and renovation, for his continued 
estimation as a poet. 

« Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore, 
When Thames in summer-wreaths is drest. 
And oft suspend the dripping om» 
To bid his gentle spirit rest.** 
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The associations connected with Young, are quite 
incongruous. His very name is out of place as applied 
to his productions ; it would he difficult to discover an 
equal quantity of verse less coloured and warmed hy gen- 
uine youthful feeling. We can hardly realize that 
Young was ever young. Where, we are ready to ask, 
is that contidence in good, that huoyant hope, that ardent 
recognition of the true delights of heing, which throw 
such a charm around the efifusions of youth ? 

Nor does the discrepancy end here. Two of the hest 
known anecdotes of Young, are in direct contradiction to 
the spirit of his muse. The first is that gallant reply to 
two ladies, who forced him to leave them in a garden, to 
receive a visitor : 

Thu8 Adam looked when from the garden driven. 
And thus disputed orders sent from Heaven ; 
Like him I go ; but yet to go am loth. 
Like him I go, for angels drove us both ; 
Hard was his fate, but mine still more unkind. 
His Eve went with him but mine stays behind. . 

The other incident occurred while he was with a gay 
party in a pleasure-hoat. A gentleman rather pertina- 
ciously insisted that he should play on his flute, and to 
revenge himself, Young is said to htjtv© e\i«l\ftw^<id \\vcdl> 
and then with a pistol aimed at 1[iia Yve;i<\> fe\c«,^\w\ssvNft 
daace a hornpipe by way of retoiialioii. 
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Other poets have sung with spontaneous joy of the 
loveliness of earth and the sweetness of affection, and 
seem to have found in their fresh hearts, an antidote for 
outward evil. This man gathers up the shadows, and 
seldom inweaves amid them, either sunbeams or starlight. 
Other bards have first struck the lyre to celebrate the 
merits of one beloved^or reflect scenes of natural beauty ; 
this one, chose for his first theme, " The Last Day." _ 
Life, with its mysterious experience, its stirring inci- 
dents, its warm hopes and lofty aspirations, has inspired 
the early efforts of most poets ; but to Young, death was 
a subject more congenial and attractive. The burden of 
his lays is contempt of earthly grandeur, and yet he 
sought preferment all his life. His poems advocate a 
competency, as the only just desire of a reasonable being, 
in this world ; but he has left behind him a reputation 
for parsimony. No one Jtias set forth in stronger lan- 
guage the dangers of social life ; yet in his retire- 
ment, the gloomy bard pined at the world's neglect, and 
welcomed every stray visitor, in such a manner as to 
belie his recorded opinions of human nature. He coun- 
selled Lorenzo in strains of solemn warning, against 
Court subserviency; while every book of the poem is 
dedicated to some noble friend, and the sage counsellor 
was indebted to patronage for his chief privileges, and 
would fain have increased the obligations ! 

The true office of the minstrel is to cheer. We do not 
turn to poetry to aggravate, but to lighten the sorrows of 
our lot. Its office should be consoling. The genuine 
poet is ah optimist. He instinctively seizes the redeem- 
ing feature in a landscape, a circumstance or a face. He 
fondly dwells on better moments. He loves to reconcile 
man to life. The blessing and not iVve Wk^^^ves excite- 
iaent to bia thoughts. Indeed, N»\iaX. \\k^ ^\««i\^^^gw^ 
«a// ideality, appears to be a qnaWv^ Yjeu^&ttegD^^l v"s«n^«4^ 
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ibr the very purpose of meliorating the aspects of exis- 
teoce to the conacioosness of roan. Hence the uncloud- 
ed brightness of many ^ reminiscence, and the joyous 
excitement of many a hope. Hence those. blended pic- 
lures which sometimes rise to the fancy, jhfi which the 
shades of life only serve to illustrate its sunny portions. 
Poetry should not haunt the unwholesome mine, unless 
with a safety-Ian^ of sunshine. It is her vocation to 
collect to a focus, the scattered ra3rs of happiness ; to gath- 
er the flowers in our path, and twine them into wreaths 
to deck the brow of care j to lead us beside waters that 
** go softly," and not to the. barren shores of the Dead 
Sea ; to lift our gaze to the mountains and the stars ; 
and waft to our ewn, " the music of humanity," ra- 
ther than her groans. Lejt every man beware how he 
gives expression in verse or prose, to morbid feeling. 
Let him sufl^ in silence. If he have nothing hopeful 
to communicate, let him hold^is peace. We see and 
hear and feel enough of gloomy import, for all purposes 
of discipline. If any one strike the lyre, we pray it be to 
a strain which shall elevate us above " the smoke and stir 
of this dim spot." Let the problem of human suflering 
be approached only by those, who carry balm for the 
wounded, and solace for the mourner. 

Young did not thus regard the art he cultivated. His 
early life is said to have been rather unprincipled. Per- 
haps be drank so intemperately of the cup of pleasure 
while a youth, that little but the dregs remained for after 
life. Certain it is, that he took no little satisfaction in 
setting forth the miseries of life in. gloomy array ; and 
no discriminating mind can fail to perceive, that the 
*' Complaint" is infinitely more eflective than the " Conso- 
lation." The former appears to have been wcitten oou 
amore; the latter has a forced and foiTM^. ^\t% K.% ^ 
picture of life, Young's Night Thoag\xlB ttie ^tvv«^ «cA. 
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morbid. Their poetry, however, consists in so melancholy 
a concatenation of ideas, as occasionaUy to aflford a sublime 
sensation. We can readily b|^eve, that the bard was 
accustomed to write by the light of a candle stuck in a 
human skull. This species of poetic sadness has a 
foundation in our nature. At certain periods, every man 
of a reflective cast and strong imagination, takes a kind 
of melancholy pleasure in musing among the tombs, 
confronting the effigies of mortality, and giving his 
thoughts free range amid the associations of death. — 
In Egypt, we are told, sepulchral monuments often outvie 
the dwellings of the living, both in number and magnifi- 
cence ; and we can easily fancy the sad interest (^ the 
traveller as he marks the sculptured tombs, and hears, 
along the banks of the solemn Nile> the wailing over an 
Arab's corpse. But there is a limit, beyond which, such 
contemplations transcend the bounds both of true poetry 
and healthful moral impression. No one can discover 
any superior sanctity among the Capuchins of Italy, 
because of their vigils in catacombs, or of their fiimiliar- 
ity with the ghastly remains of their depart^ brethren. 
And it is precisely here that Young has " o'erstepped the 
modesty of nature.'' His portraiture of death and hu- 
man ills, is too unrelieved for wholesome eflfect. To 
realize how uniform are his notes of woe, let any one 
read, or attempt to read, the Night Thoughts, consecn- 
tively. There are powerful passages, ingenious figure8» 
terse and vivid expressions ; and, in certain moods, frag- 
ments of this elaborate poem, cannot but afford pleasure 
and awaken admiration. 

There is a very striking metaphcMr comparing pleasure 
to quicksilver ; and the following are fair examples of 
his impressive figures : 

** — hearts wounded, like ihe -woxm^eA wr^ 
Soon close ; where pawed the Ai«it»Tio Xxw»\%twnA^ 
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As from tiie wingnoitiin the sky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 
So dies, in human hearts, the thought of death. 

Like hirds, whose beanties languish half-concealed. 
Till mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 
Expanded, shine with azure, green and gold; 
So blessings brighten as they take their flight. 

The nameless He whose nod is nature's birth. 
And nature's shield the shadow of his hand ; 
Her dissolution, his suspended smile. 

But as a whole, as a book to grow familiar with, it is 
in no small degree dilse to the true ends of poetry. The 
morality is too often Uttle better than mere prudence. 
One of his arguments for piety is, ** 'tis highly prudent 
to make one sure friend." His personification is fre- 
quently bombastic. His language sometimes becomes 
common-place and turgid ; and we are obliged to confess 
that in this, as in almost all otber long poems, the de- 
sign is too extended, and the real gold beaten out to an 
extent perfectly unwarrantable. The first books are un- 
doubtedly the best. They were inspired by personal 
grief, and therefore have a force and effect, which gradu- 
ally disappear as we proceed. From a poet, the mourner 
became a theologian, a croaker, a reasoner, and a prosy 
sermonizer. There are leagues of desert, and only here 
and there an oasis. In portraying his domestic afflic- 
tions, Young is truly eloquent, and we feel with him and 
for him. In estimating life, satirizing the love of fame 
or of pleasure, and decrying the world, there is something 
too professional, laboured and partial in his style, to pro- 
duce effect. We involuntarily think of the disappointed 
churchman, and fancy that, in his dreams, whatever were 
his night -thoughts, Queen Mab visited him with visions 
of «* another benefice." There are some cYe^et Vy^k^ycv. 
bJs satires. His tragedy — " The Reveug.'ft,^^ Wi \sfc«a 
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famous, but the reader is so constantly reminded of Othel- 
lo, that its merits are quite lost in the associations of 
that sublime drama. 

I remember stopping at a book-stall in Florence, in 
company with a young Italian of strong poetical sympa- 
thies. He pointed, with a visible shudder, to a transla- 
tion of " Young's Night Thoughts," and asked me, who 
out a Briton could ever read that epitome of English 
gloom. The idea of this poem being read at a dinner, or 
m the garden of a villa, to a party of ladies and knights, 
after the manner of Tasso and Ariosto, is certainly amus- 
ing. Yet there is a peculiar charm to Northern imagina- 
tions, in some of Young's dark pencillings. The peo- 
ple of high latitudes, are subject to moods of reflection in 
which such serious recognition of sad truths is genial, and 
even fascinating; and at such moments, they prefer Ec- 
clesiastes to Solomon's Song — the dark grove of pines to 
the bower of vine-leaves, and Dr. Young to Thomas 
Moore. Accordingly, many lines of the former have 
parsed into proverbs; and among the good dames and 
thoughtful gentlemen of the past generation, a well- 
thumbed copy of the Night Thoughts often attested the 
veneration they inspired. The point of just sympathy 
with our author is, however, confined to his personal af- 
flictions. We recognize the excellence of Narcissa, who 
" sparkled, was exhaled, and went to heaven," and fol- 
low the poet with tender reverence, as he bears her body, 
to that solitary garden in Montpelier, where with " pious 
sacrilege a grave he stole." We echo the touching in- 
quiry which so many hearts have addressed to Death ; — 
Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 
• It is only when Young elaborates his t^eme, and at- 
tempis to throw a pall over the universe, to collect the 
shadows of life into a porlenlOMs «irra.^, v^ \stQQd over 
«»</ magnify evil, that we feel iVialVvi* \ti^MW\^^\& -swl* 
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fnteful, and perceive that spleen, ntther than phOosopIiy 
guides his pen. Let us bring together a few of his 
gloomy truisms, and see if their contemplation be calciH 
lated to make our actual lot any happier and more im- 
proving : 

« sleep — 

-Swift on her downy pinions flies from woe, 
Aad lights oa lids onsuUied with a tear. 

All on earth is shadow, all beyond 
Is substance. 

The spider's most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's slender tie 
On earthly bliss. 

War, famine, pest, volcano, storm and fire. 
Intestine broils, oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 

Oar very wishes give us not our wish. 

The smoothest course of Nature has its pain. 
And truest friends, through error, wound our rest. 

Loud sorrows howl, envenomed passions bite. 
Ravenous calamities our vitals seize. 

At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan. 

Life is war. 
Eternal war with woe. 

Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrowed brows. 

How swift the shuttle flies that weaves thy shroud t 

Fondness for fame is avarice of airi 

Daa& loves B shining mark. 

There's not a day, but, to the man of t\ioxi!»Vv\. 
Setnyrwome secret, that thrown navif T^prtn^c^ 
Oa life, mad makm him sick pf Momg «v«ii. 
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Doubtless there is more or less truth in these and a 
thousand other similar phrases of Young ; but let it be 
remembered, that they are not the whole truth ; and if 
they were, the truth is not to bn spoken at all times. If 
the courteous and Christian, though worldly-minded doc- 
tor, had imbibed a more cheerful theology; if he had 
walked less in grave-yards and more among his fellow- 
creatures ; if an expansive benevolence and a sunny tem- 
per had made him more alive to the good, the beautiful 
and the true, he would have suffered some misgivings, in 
thus libelling this poor world, and exaggerating the trials 
of life. Instead of lamenting our " short correspondence 
with the sun," he would have rejoiced in its beams while 
he could. Instead of declaring the '^ clime of human life 
inclement," he would have done his best to warm it with 
the glow of social sympathy and cheerful gratitude. In- 
stead of finding '* human happiness" a " sad sight," he 
would have been exhilarated at its presence, however 
transient ; and felt thankful, that, with all their troubles, 
it is still given to frail mortals, 

" To drink the golden spirit of the day. 
And triumph in existence.** 

Young's command of language is remarkable, and 
many of his comparisons ingenious. We are surprised to 
encounter in the midst of some of his loftiest flights, an 
image borrowed from familiar and common life. Per- 
haps it is this mingling of the well-known and the lofty, 
that makes him a favourite with a certain class of read- 
ers. To this attraction must be added his evangelical 
character and the religious tone he assumes, which in- 
vest his poems with no little authority, in the view o( 
those who profess similar tenets. But while in justice 
we allow him occasional felicity and impressiveness of 
thought and grandeur of style, we caikwol but agree with 
Vr. Johnson, that it is very d\fi&cu\l Xo a:&^\%^ ^iv^ \SKii«n\ 
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chamcter to him as a poet He has no fair daim to he 
considered emphatically the miostrel of the tomh, or the 
bard of sorrow. The moumfal aspects o( human life and 
destiny can be set fordi in a fieir nobler manner. Around 
the memories of the departed, poetry has scattered &r 
richer flowers than can he found in the Night Thoughts. 
The sorrows of humanity have been sung in sweeter 
strains. Lessons of courage and hope, emotions of pa- 
tient tenderness, sentiments of magnanimity and trust 
have been inspired, when bards of more simplicity and 
love have struck the lyre. Poetry can make even the 
thought of death beautiful, and the sadness of bereave- 
ment not without a certain pleasure. Great poets have 
elicited from the sternest sufiering, a principle of enjoy- 
ment. Sublime faith and earnest love can conjure spirits 
the most lovely from the darkest abyss. By exhibiting 
human energy in conflict with adversity, by giving free 
scope to the eloquence of sorrow, by invoking the spirit 
of hope, the muse often weaves a rainbow over the valley 
of tears. Who pities Hamlet? Who does not recog- 
nize a profound interest in the workings of his delicate 
soul, surpassing and illuming the darkness of his lot ? 
Who is not soothed instead of saddened by true elegiac 
poetry — the tender strams, for instance, of such a bard as 
Hervey ? Night, even to the mourner, brings not, ever 
or often, such unalloyed bitterness as Young portrays. 
To Schiller and Thomson it was the brightest season. To 
the genuine poetical soul its silence and shadows, its 
moaning breeze and countless stars, its mystery and beau- 
tiful repose, bring a solemn happiness. We may, in- 
deed, then *^keep assignation with our woe ;" but in such 
peaceful and lovely hours, how often does anguish melt 
in tears and wild grief become sad musing I How oC^w 
by some Invisible influence, do we grow Tecoxvc\e\ ^w^ 
hopeful' How often do " stars look dowu a-a ^c^ ^«^ 
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angel's eyes !'* Many of the sentiments, and most of the 
spirit of Young*s Night Thoughts, is false to the true in- 
spiration and the holy effulgence of that sacred season. 
To one of our own poets it has spoken in a higher and 
more hlessed strain. He makes us feel that there are 
" Voices of the Night" which cheer, elevate, and console : 

holy night ! from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before ! 
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And Uiey complain no more. 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted. 

Come to visit me once more. 

0, though oft depressed and lonely. 

All my fears are laid aside. 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died. 

The star of the unconquered will. 

He rises in my breast. 
Serene, and resolute, and still, 

And calm, and self-possessed. 

fear not, in a world like this. 

And thou shalt know ere long. 
Know, how sublime a thing it it 

To suffer and be strong. 
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Perhaps there is no character in modem literary his- 
tory who so strikingly illustrates the power of wiU as 
Victor Alfieri. Irresolution is one of the most common 
infirmities of poetic genius. In practical pursuits firm- 
ness of purpose is so essential to success that the want of 
it very soon leads to fatal consequences. Intellectual 
effort, on the contrary, is so much more dependant for its 
power and felicity upon peculiar moods of feeling and 
Combinations of circumstances, that we scarcely expect a 
continuous regularity in its exercise. Hence we speak of 
a writer's happy moments, of being in the vein for a par- 
ticular subject, and of the ebb and flow of that mysteri- 
ous tide of inspiration which bears into light the crea- 
tions of thought. Imaginative men are confessedly more 
variable, capricious, and undeterminate than others. 
Their memoirs usually exhibit the utmost want of method 
and continuity as regards the time and progress of their 
labours. Individuals of strong sense and calm tempera- 
ment can discern i^o law governing the mental existence 
of poetical beings. There is so much that is apparently 
wayward and disorderly in the application of their gifts, 
that ill success in life is proverbially their lot, and com- . 
mon prejudice deems all genius erratic. Probably no 
single fact relative to Scott has excited greater aun^ise 
than bis habitual and regular industry. SocAsiX %xAViRa^ 
iiiHaehces, personal circumstances, tke alaXa ol >iDka\kR»SSD^\ 
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and even of the weather — and far more, the mood of 
mind, are supposed to absolve poets from the obligation of 
firmness. Victor Alfieri demonstrated the immense effi- 
cacy of this single quality. We are almost tempted, as 
we contemplate his career, to rank powerful volition with 
genius itself. For by virtue of his force of purpose he 
overcame the formidable obstacles of a most unpropitious 
education, long habits of indulgence and an undisci- 
plined mind. Upon the most unpromising basis he 
reared a splendid intellectual fabric. Amid the most en- 
ervating influences he displayed extraordinary strength. 
With scarcely any external encouragement he wrought 
eut in his own nature a stupendous revolution. His ex- 
ample is a most eloquent appeal in favour of human ver- 

V liatility. Disposition, halHt, the want of knowledge, he 
conquered by moral determination. As Napoleon cut 
the Simplon through the rocks and snow of the Alps, 
Alfieri shaped his lonely way to the temple of fame over 
mountains of difficulty and amid the barren wastes of 
ignorance. This strength of purpose did not appear in 
his childhood except in one or two instances of juvenile 
obstinacy, by no means rare at that age. Another char- 
acteristic, perhaps inseparable from great decision, was 
iDQch more manifesit. From his earliest years it is evi- 
dent he felt profoundly. Mortification of any kind sank 
deeply into his soul. The novices who officiated at 
church won his young afiections, though he only beheld 
them in attendance at the altar. In that spontaneous and 
almost ideal love, we recognise the germs of the passion 
that in after life fired his heart. There is a vividness in 
his reminiscences of infancy which proves that his very 
earliest experience was intense. 
Al£eri complains that he was born in an amphibious 
eoantry. And certainly there \a no s^cn!\otv qI \\a5cj 

wAenp tile national eharactexisUcs %xe laot^ vQN^\^\^^i«s\ 
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Piedmont The soil is Italinn, the gOTernment Austri* 
an, the iangaoge of society French. Hence manners, 
opinions, customs, and much of the aspect of the capital, 
present to the stranger an incongruous mixture. The 
anomalous influences of his hirth-place seem to have ex- 
tended to his destiny. The pictux^ he has left of what 
was called his education, is one of the most alarming 
commentaries upon a despotic government that ever was 
written. Pedantry instead of truth, verbal memory 
instead of ideas, antiquated Latin instead of his native 
literature, and formal dogmas instead of interesting facts, 
were the fruit of his academic course. To this evil is to 
be added that of absence from all maternal or domestic 
influences at an infantile age, the tyranny of a dissipated 
valet, of a powerful, stupid fellow-student and injudicious 
professors, ill health, unjust restraint and ill-chosen com- 
panions. During these perverted years, how slept that 
energetic mind ! Occasionally music, some verses of 
Metastasio or of Ariosto read by stealth, an hour of tears 
with his sister at the convent grate, a ride into the envi- 
rons, or a holiday dinner with an uncle — breaks in like 
a stray gleam of sunshine upon the wasting and monot- 
onous life of the neglected boy. But as a whole, the 
dawn of his being, to a reflective mind, is inexpressibly 
sad. ■ Rich and nobly bom, yet confined to a useless and 
depressing routine, with his wild Piedmontese blood, his 
thirsting heart, his despairing temperament — ^not a health- 
ful conviction, not a lofty hope, not an ennobling aim 
grew up in the rich soil of that young soul — thus train- 
ing under royal authority. And yet bnt a short distance 
without those college walls rise in freedom and majesty 
the snow-covered mountains, upon which the rosy sun- 
light lingers, like the altars of liberty warmed by the 
smile of heaven. If any agency redeemed axA y^^skt^^ 
ibe aocoDsciqus youth of Alfleri, it vmB \i»X f3S'&^>x»\ 
7# 
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and we are relieved to follow him, unprepared as he was, 
on the first wild journey of his youth. It is melancholy 
to think of a young Italian traversing his country for tha 
first time, with no sense of its peculiar associations. 
Yet thus was it with Alfieri in his early wanderings. He 
loved indeed the excitement of locomotion ; but die most 
attractive localities soon wearied him. He passed with 
inattentive soul the shrine of genius. He gazed list- 
lessly upon the trophies of art. He sadly confesses that 
he brought nothing home from his journeyings but a fit 
of illness. Still the mere variety of such a life had be- 
come necessary. 

Again and again he renewed his travels until he had 
seen, in a rapid and cursory manner, nearly every coun- 
try in Europe. It is interesting to observe, during these 
years of dissipation, how, ever and anon, his better na- 
ture became active. The sight of the sea, a solitary ride 
in the environs of Rome, some of the wonderful as- 
pects of nature in the North, so excited his imagination 
that he would have " wreaked upon expression" his emo- 
tions but for the want of adequate language and skill. 
He wept in an ecstacy of admiration over the pages of 
Plutarch, and thought beside the tomb of Michael Angelo 
how grand it was to leave an example to posterity. It is 
obvious, indeed, that during a youth, seemingly wholly 
given to the reckless pursuit of pleasure, Alfieri was al- 
ways a thinker. Perhaps meditative power is the crown- 
ing distinction of gifted minds. There is certainly an order 
of men who have delighted the world with their genius, 
having but little claim to the name of students, as that 
term is usually employed. Ashamed as was the young 
dramatist of his meagre attainments, the very dissatisfac- 
tion which he vainly strove to annihilate by rapid pil- 
grimages indicAtes a mind too se\£-co^\ia.xit to remain 
/aog cmteated with inactivity. In ie^«t\ATi% \o ^^oii^^v^jf^ 
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of his life, Alfieri gires va a truly painful insighl intoUM 
restlessness of a forlorn spirit. Neither the freshness of 
his years, the liberty he enjoyed to roam where he liked, 
nor his singular susceptibility to many of the enjoyments 
of life, could afford an antidote to this wretched state of 
feeling. He subsequently learned that he could not even 
enjoy peace, far less happiness, without a noble occupa- 
tion for his mind and a congenial object for his heart 
Upon the first of these salutary principles he soon be- 
gan to act. In one of his yisits at home, sitting by the 
sick-bed of his mistress, in a listless moment, he seized a 
pen to cover some sheets of paper by way of pastime. 
Upon the walls of the adjoining apartment were several 
pictures representing scenes in the history of Antony 
and Cleopatra. His thoughts were natumlly drawn to 
this subject, and he sketched a few dialogues illustrative 
of the story. Exceedingly defective in point of lan- 
guage and style, they were not deficient in a certain 
spirit that suggested a more than ordinary ability. This 
careless effort was thrust under the sofa-cushion and soon 
forgotten. It was, however, the first feeble presage of 
a better experience. The intellect once aroused craved 
labour as its appropriate sphere, and in a short time Al- 
fieri deliberately formed the resolutions which resulted in 
a long career of successful mental toil. His first efforts 
were, of course, very desultory, and his plans were per- 
fected only by degrees. But the satisfaction derived from 
regular employment, the encouraging and judicious coun- 
sel of intelligent friends, and especially the incitement of 
ambition, gradually induced him to bring into full exer- 
cise his singular strength of will. The first step was to 
break off an ignoble liason, and conquer at once habits 
of conviviality and idleness. As Prince Henry, to the 
BstoDj'shment of his old friend Jack, s\iidLet\^ ^t«^ ^^ 
the trammels of pleasure upon coming tx> ^iifc ^jKW»a\^ife 
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Alfieri, when he regained the kingdom of his mind, im- 
mediately cast aside ail dalliance with idleness and folly. 
Then he commenced, like a very school-boy, the study of 
grammar, perused and reperused the Italian poets, went 
to Florence that he might learn even to think in Tuscan, 
and ordered himself to^be tied in a chair to avoid yield- 
ing to external attraction that might draw him' from his 
books, or encroach upon his hours of study. Once com- 
menced, the work of self-conquest went bravely on, and 
thenceforth Alheri, with only occasional intermissions, 
was a studious and devoted man. His darling object was 
glory. H<^ earnestly desired to impress his age, or at 
least win the respect of posterity, to immortalize his sen- 
timents and accomplish something worthy of renown. 
He bent all his energies to the task and succeeded. 

Among tbe peculiarities of Alfieri were his inveterate 
dislike of the French and his fondness of horses. Both 
the prejudice and the partiality are characteristic. The 
former originated in his acquaintance with a Parisian 
dancing-master at the Turin Academy. The levity of 
this personage, whose art he thoroughly hated, gave him 
an unprepossessing idea of the nation, which their inva- 
sion of Italy was but ill calculated to remove. Paris was 
never congenial to the poet, and his residence there at the 
outbreak of the revolution, the insults he received from a 
mob on leaving the gate, as well as the reserve and 
thoughtfulness of his nature, confirmed his juvenile 
antipathy. In many points Alfieri's character assimila- 
ted with the English. He became early partial to their 
country and government, and ardently sympathised in 
their taste for fine steeds. In truth this passion divided 
his regards with love and tragedy-writing* Even in boy- 
hood he was chiefly extravagant in his horses. Coatinu- 
alJy purchasing the finest specuiietvs o{ l\i\« noble animal, 
taking the greatest pride in d\sp\Kj\n% ^^vi ^EnAA& v>il 
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exercising tbe most scrnpuloas care of them, it was one 
of his chief pleasures to ride on horseback and travel 
with a fine cavalcade. At one time, with no smaU diffi- 
culty and at a great risk, he transported fourteen splendid 
horses from England. His account of tlieir passage of 
the Alps is given with great gout Visions of arching 
necks and beautiful evolutions haunted his dreams, and 
his directions for the training of his favourites, when ab- 
sent, are written with all the precision and interest of an 
enthusiast 

There is a remarkable blending of energy and weak- 
ness, stern opinion and tender feeling, caprice and manli- 
ness, in the character of Al6eri. He had the resolution 
to commence and successfully prosecute the study of 
Greek, after the age of forty ; . but not self-command 
enough to prevent his striking a favourite servant upon the 
slightest provocation, or hurling a book that displeased 
him out of the window. He was restless but firm in his 
attachments, wished ever to be with ihe few he loved, 
but in different places. He could not enjoy a medium in 
any thing. He declares that his head and heart were 
constantly at war. Alternately silent and loquacious, a 
laborious and abstemious student and a self-indulgent 
and reckless traveller, always at extremes, but ever noble 
in his aspirations, and like Brutus chiefly anxious to 
respect himself. . Above adulation, the earnest advocate 
of literary and civil freedom, and yet keeping aloof from 
society and jealous of the least encroachment upon his 
personal views and purposes; devoted where his heart 
was engaged ; a hater of kings, but not a lover of men, 
among whom he had indeed widely wandered, but with 
whom he never intimately mingled. He deeply felt the 
political degradation of his native land, and set a remark- 
able example of personal independence am\A. ^es^cAk. \\vr 
^aeM ce t , lie demonstrated how free a \x\xfi tdaxl tqa^^ 
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Mre among slaves. He aspired to be the poet of liberty, 
the prophet of a new era, the patriot who lived and wrote 
against his country's oppression, when other warfare was 
vain. 

Absolute and uncompromising hatred of tyranny was 
one of the strongest feelings of his soul. In his sonnet 
on his own portrait, instead of comparing his complexion 
with snow or a lily, after the manner of most bards, he 
prefers the phrase, '* paUido come un re sul trono^^ pale 
as a king on his throne. And yet the sentiment did not 
spring from love of equality or respect for man. Alfieri 
was anything but a humanitarian. Exclusive in his 
attachments, full of contempt for the passive spirit that 
prevailed in Italy, while he thoroughly despised all the 
badges and supports of royalty, he was a species of intel- 
lectual aristocrat. He rejoiced that he was bom a noble* 
man, chiefly that he might inveigh against rank without 
having his motives impugned. He expatriated himself 
rather than be subject to the little court of Turin ; and 
transferred his estate to a sister that all claims upon his 
allegiance might cease. He would not be introduced to 
Metastasio at Vienna, because he happened to see him 
bend the knee to Maria Theresa. He boasts that when 
the French occupied Florence, he remained so perfectly 
secluded in a neighbouring villa that he was not contam- 
inated by a single Gallic sound or sight ; and when the 
commanding general sought to visit him, he proudly in- 
formed him that Victor Alfieri was too old to make new 
acquaintances. His loftiness of spirit was indomitable. 
No punishment in childhood was so severe as being taken 
to mass with a small net on his head. He would not 
demand his books left behind in Paris lest it should be 
construed into a recognition of Napoleon's authority. 
He left many works in raanuscnpl, T«X\i« \V«xv «whmit 
them to the censors before pubUcaXiotx. l\e i^loA^^Qbib 
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academic hoDonn proffered by his nadTe city, and teUt 
us of the marUe cahnness of visage he preserred before 
others, when his heart was torn by conflicting passions. 
His stem independence was, however softened by gentler 
sentiments. At school he carefully concealed his superi* 
or dresses from the eyes of his less fortunate companions, 
and his best S3nnpathies were excited for the King of Sar- 
dinia, whom he so contemned at home, when he saw him 
dethroned and in exile. He could never sell an3rthing. 
Even when forced to pert with his horses in travelling, 
he gave them to his banker or some casual acquaintance. 
Friendship and love were necessities of his being. 
Without their cheering and sustaining influences, he 
could not apply his mind with any success ; and when 
deprived for a time of such genial companionship, his 
distress was so great that he resorted at once to his old 
solace— -constant change of scene. In early life his 
attachments were variable. He was involved in a duel in 
London on account of an amour, and was ever flying from 
one place to another on the wings of passion. But as 
his intellectual course became settled, a similar^rma- 
nency seemed to regulate his affections. The light hair 
and dark eyes of the countess of Albany and especially 
her superior mind and high tone of feeling fixed the love 
of Alfieri for twenty-five years, while Gori Grandinelli of 
Sienna, and the Abbe di Caluso of Turin, were his firm 
and congenial friends, from whom death alone divided 
him. 

Alfieri's tragedies strongly reflect his character. The 
personages are few and generally animated by single pas- 
sions. The language is terse, direct and emphatic, and 
the whole style formal and impassioned. There is scarce- 
ly any attempt at delicate colouring. All is defined and 
ahrupL His method seems to have been lo ^"^^ my^^^ 
theme until it warmed his fency, \>o\d\y ^^t^JtJci 'ta ^«^ 
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ceptioD, and then yersify and elaborate it We find 
scarcely any of that marvellous and delicate insight into 
human nature, those refined shades of character, which 
distinguish Shakspere. Isolated sentiments are forcibly 
portrayed — certain states of mind powerfully delineated, 
but the creations are rather in outline or relievo than natr 
urally coloured or varied with the detail of life. Stem 
resolves and intense feeling find sententious and striking 
expression in the mouths of his heroes, but a certain 
phase rather than the whole sphere of their natures is 
presented. Impressive and elegant often to a most attrac- 
tive degree is the dialogue ; but little of the living inter- 
est is imparted which characterizes the best English tra- 
gedies. *' If," says a distinguished critic, *' the muse of 
Metastasio is a love-sick nymph, the muse of Alfieri is 
an Amazon. He gave her a Spartan education; he 
aimed at being the Cato of the theatre." Much of Ital- 
ian modern poetry is so enervating in its tone as to pos- 
^ss no attraction for a Saxon mind. Alfieri introduced a 
new agency in this respect. No small portion of his 
tragedies is imbued with his own consciousness. Not 
only do they breathe dire anathemas against Papal usur- 
pation and popular submission, but there is a certain 
elevating energy, a strength and firmness of manner in 
the very style, that braces though it may sometimes 
chill the heart. Herein has the proud tragedian convey- 
ed his best lesson. This hard moulding of his concep- 
tions echoes and reflects the principles upon which he 
lived. His life and tragedies are the scripture of the no- 
bler minds among the youth of Italy. From them they 
fortify their souls against the enslaving tendencies of des- 
potism ; and learn to aim at independence of feeling and 
an uncompromising course of life. Such admirers ot 
AMeriMoaour him next to Dante. They gaze wiih pro- 
faund interest on bis portrait \n i\ie ¥\oteiieft ^Vt^ %»^ 
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the house he so long occupied on the Lung 'Arno. They 
walk reverently through the street which bears his name 
at Turin, and visit his tomb in Santa Croce, adorned by 
the chisel of Canova, as the shrine of liberty as well as 
'of genius. 



CRABBE. 



About the period of the Gordon riots, so vividly 
described in Barnaby Budge, a young man might have 
been observed, at the first glimmer of day, restlessly 
pacing to and fro on Westminster Bridge. Thus George 
Crabbe passed the night succeeding his %pplication to 
Burke. It was the last of several appeals he had made 
to the distinguished men of the day, for relief from the 
inroads of poverty and encouragement in his devotion to 
the muse He felt, during those wearisome hours, that 
the crisis of his fate had arrived. Bravely for many 
months he had struggled on in the perilous career of a 
literary adventurer. Like so many men of genius then 
" gathered to the kings of thought," he had come to Lon- 
don with a stock of poems and a manly heart, trusting to 
find his way, at length, in that vast metropolis, if not to 
honourable distinction, at least to usefulness and compe- 
tence. He had vibrated from the door of the wealthy to 
the bookseller*s counter, from his humble lodgings to the 
pawnbroker's shop, and hitherto without success. His 
spirits were elevated and soothed, at this critical season, 
by the love of one who became the genial companion of 

. his days. ** My heart," says one of his letters, '* is hum- 
bled to all but villany, and I would live, if honestly, in 
any situation. * * Hope, vanity, and the muse will 

certainly contribute something lowai^s «L\\^\.\i^fM\\ Wt 
love and the god of love, can oiAy \\ixo^ ^iXjeMn ^l ^gi]^- 
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ness on a heavy one." Happily his claims were recog- 
nised and his merits appreciated by Burke, and from his 
first interview with that generous man his prosperity 
dates. The early life of Crabbe was passed chiefly at a 
fishing village on the coast of Sufiblk. Nature there 
was rude aod sterile, his fellow beings uncultivated and 
almost savage, and their lives given to cheerless toil. 
Yet sometimes a boat's shadow on the sand or a fierce • 
smuggler basking in the sun, would suggest images 
worthy of Salvator*s pencil. If there was in that seclu- 
ded hamlet less restraint upon human passion, its exhibi- 
tion was often more afiecting and suggestive. If fertile 
grace was wanting in the scenery, there was something 
grand in its desolation. It is not surprising that many 
years after his native spot had been abandoned, — in the 
bosom of his family, on a beautiful inland domain, 
Crabbe felt one summer day, such an irrepressible desire 
to behold the sea, that he suddenly mounted his horse 
aod rode forty miles to the nearest coast. A harsh father 
and a kind mother, menial labour and stolen hours of de- 
sultory reading, the companionship of rough mariners 
and the love of a charming girl, occasional rhyming and 
long, solitary walks, an apprenticeship to a village Galen, 
and the thousand dreams that haunt the young and san- 
guine, divided the poet's hours. His patience, industry 
and cheerful temper rendered him no unworthy aspirant 
for the world's fevour ; and when fortune smiled upon- 
him in the form of his gifted benefactor, the same regu- 
lated habits and bland philosophy that had sustained his 
baffled youth, led him calmly to enjoy domestic peace 
and poetical success. His career in the church was 
marked by active benevolence and a happy influence. It 
was his singular lot, after the lapse of twenty years 
passed in retirement, to re-appeai bolVi ais an «.vi^<cst ^"Cl^ 
iD ite social circlea of London. At Yiome \£ka Xyc^^^A vck^ 
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children agreeably occupied the time which could bespaivd 
from professional duty. He enjoyed the warm regard of 
some of the choicest spirits of the day. When his Tari- 
ous publications were finally revised and collected, Mur* 
ray gave him three thousand pounds for. the copyright 
In his affections he was singularly blesded, and passed 
away full of years and honour. 

Crabbe was no stoic. He could not conceal his feel- 
ings, and was a novel reader all his life. He had sufier- 
ed enough to teach him to feel for others. There was a 
rare and winning simplicity in his manners. He was 
remarkably unambitious for a son of the muses ; and 
sought mental delight according to his instincts rather 
than from prescribed rules. Manly and independent, 
with an active and exuberant mind, his character won 
him as many suffrages as his verse. His attachments, 
we are told, knew no decline and his heart seemed to 
mellow rather than grow frigid, with the lapse of time. 
We discover, in his life and writings, a kind of Indian 
summer benignly invading the winter of age. Such was 
Crabbe as a man. His fame, as a poet, is owing in some 
degree to the time of his appearance. It was his fortune 
to come forward during one of those lapses in the risits 
of the muse which invariably insure her a warmer 
welcome. Perhaps on this very account his merits have 
been somewhat exaggerated and vaguely defined,-— «t 

- least by those whose early taste was permanently influ* 
enced by his genius. 

The kind of insight that distinguishes a man depends 
upon his taste and associations. A painter will be struck 
with an effect of light and shade, the contour of a head, 
or the grouping of a knot of gossips, that an engineer 
passes unnoticed. In visiting some Roman remains, I 

tvas amased at the delight w\l\i w\i\eVi wv ew^tvict «<tiv 
rejri^d the ioacriptions, and TemaiV^ u^wt ^ cavsoa^ ^\. 
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*fH( letters. While one of a party of travellers is absorb- 
ea in the appearance of the crops, another indulges a 
metaphysical turn by analyzing the characters of his 
companions, and a third is lost in the beauty of the land- 
scape. We recognise a similar diversity among the 
Twets. Some grand truth relating to human nature^ ex- 
cites the muse of Shakspere. He delights to announce 
that 

We are such stnff 
As dreams are made of; and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 

The bards of the visible world, who love to designate 
its every feature, evince their observation by a happy 
term or most apt allusion, as when Bryant calls the hills 
" rock-ribbed," and the ocean a " g^y and^ melancholy 
waste." Crabbe owes his popularity both to the sphere 
and quality of his observation. In these, almost exclu- 
sively, consists his originality. The form of his verse, 
the tone of his sentiment, and the play of his fancy, are, 
by no means, remarkable. He interests us from the com- 
paratively unhackneyed field he selected, and the pecu* 
liar manner in which he unfolds its treasures. He seized 
upon characters and events before thought unworthy of 
the minstrel. He turned, in a great measure, from the 
grand and elegant materials of poetry, and sought his 
themes amid the common-place and the vulgar. Nor 
was he aided in this course by any elevated theory of his 
own, like that of Wordsworth. He carried no magic 
torch into the dark labvrinths he explored, but was satis- 
fied to open them to the light of day. Indeed, Crabbe 
seems to have reversed all the ordinary principles of the 
art His effects arise rather from sterility than luxuri- 
ance. His success seems the result xalhei oC z. nv^X\ftt- 
of'fact than an illusive process. The o?l-c\wo\fc^ q^^'&Vvssvjl 
of tb0 mathematician to the bard — ^^* vihax. ftjc>^'^ Sx ^ 
8 
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proTtt?" Crabbe oiVen literally answers; and to tWs 
trait we cannot bat refer the admiration in which r>ii8 
writer was held by Johnson, Gifford, and Jeffrey. These 
critics often failed to appreciate the more exalted and 
delicate displays of modern poetry ; but in Crabbe there 
was a pointed sense and tangible meaning that harmo- 
nized with their perceptions. Of poets in general ^e 
are accustomed to say, that they weave imaginary charms 
around reality ; and, like the wave that sparkles above a 
wreck, or the flowery turf that conceals a sepulchre, in- 
terpose a rosy veil to beguile lis from pain. But Crabbe 
often labours to strip life of its bright dreams, and portrays, 
with as keen a relish, the anatomical frame as ihe round 
and blooming flesh. He bears us not away from the lim- 
its of the present by the comprehensive views he presents; 
but, on the contrary, is continually fixing our attention 
upon the minute details of existence, and the minor 
shades of experience. He seeks not to keep out of sight 
the meaner aspects of life, or relieve, with the glow of 
imagination, the dark traits of the actual. With a bold and 
ondustrious scrutiny he plunges into the gloomy particu- 
lars of human wretchedness ; and, like some of the Dutch 
limners, engages our attention, not by the unearthly gra- 
ces, but the appalling truthfulness of his pictures. Un- 
Uke Goldsmith, instead of casting a halo of romance 
around rustic life, he elaborately exposes its discomforts. 
He sometimes, indeed, paints the enchantments of love, 
but often only to contrast them with the worst trials of 
matrimony ; and woman's beauty is frequently described 
with zest in his pages, only to afford occasion to dwell 
upon its decay. 

It is evident, that to such a writer of verse many of 
the loftier and finer elements of the poet were wanting. 
The noble point, in a mind o£ X\i\a oxdiet^ S» «\\»scvVj. 
The rmdeeming 8oatim«DtiaCTibWmiia\MaftN«^VQ»»^^ 
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• in its broadest and most efficient sense. What he saw 
he faithfully told. The pictures, clearly displayed to his 
mind, he copied to the life. He carried into verse a kind 
of dauntless simplicity, an almost Puritan loyalty to his 
conyictions. He appears like one thoroughly determined 
to tell the homely truth in rhyme. Poetry has been 
called the " flower of experience." If we adopt this de- 
finition literally, Crabbe has small claims to the name of 
poet He searched not so much for the meek violet and 
the blushing rose, as the weeds and briars that skirt the 
path of human destiny. Where, then, it may be asked, 
is his attraction ? The picturesque and the affecting do 
not, as he has demonstrated, exist only in alliance with 
beauty. The tangled brake may win the eye, in certain 
moods, as strongly as the garden ; and a desolate moor is 
often more impressive than a verdant hill-side. So rich 
and mysterious a thing is the human heart, so fearfully 
interesting is life, that there is a profound meaning in its 
mere elements. When these are laid bare, there is room 
for conjecture and discovery. We approach the revela- 
tion as we would the fathomless caves of the sea, if they 
were opened to our gaze. Some of Salvator*s land- 
scapes, consisting mainly of a ship's hulk and a lonely 
strand, are more interesting than a combination of 
meadow, forest, and temples, by an inferior hand ; and, 
on the same principle, one of Crabbe's free and true 
sketches is better than the timid composition of a more 
refined writer. Byron calls him " Nature's sternest 
painter, yet the best ;" and he has been well styled by 
another, the Hogarth of verse. There is something that 
excites our veneration in reality, whether in character or 
literature. " To the poet," says Carlyle, »* we say first 
of all, «ce." And just so far as Crabbe saw, ^'wVv^t^ xJ^a 
object admits,) he is poetical. There is a '^^'aX tw\^^ 
which he not only faifed to explore, \xal did. hqV «^^ *^ 
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preach. There is a world of dehcate feeling, and exalted 
idealism of which he seems to have been almost uncon- 
scious. Of the deeper sympathies it may be questioned 
if he had any real experience. And yet we are to re- 
cognise in him no ordinary element of poetry — that in- 
sight which enabled him to perceive and to depict in so 
graphic a style, particular phases of life. We trace, too, 
in his writings a rare appreciaiion of many characteris- 
tics of our nature. He found these among the ignorant, 
wliere passion is poorly disguised. He acted as an in- 
terpreter between those whom refinement and social cul- 
tivation widely separated. He did much to diminish the 
force of the proverb, that " one half the world know not 
how the other half live ;" and to direct attention to the 
actual world and the passing hour, as fraught with an 
import and an interest, which habit alone prevents us 
from discovering. 

Crabbe was rather a man of science than an enthusi- 
ast. He looked upon nature with minute curiosity 
oftener than with vague delight. This is indicated by 
many of his descriptions, which are almost as special as 
the reports of a natural historian. He calls sea-nettles 
** living jellies," and speaks of kelp as floating on *' blad- 
dery beads." Like Friar Lawrence, too, he thought that 
" muckle is the power and grace that lies in herbs, plants, 
stones, and their true qualities." Through life he was 
an assiduous collector of botanical and geological speci- 
mens. His partiality for detail is exhibited in many ot 
his allusions to the sea-side ; and they afford a remarka- 
ble contrast to the enlarged and undefined associations, 
which the same scene awakened in the mind of Byron. 
Crabbe loved nature, but it was in a very intelligent and 
unimpassioned way. When Lockhart took him to Salis- 
bury Crags, be was interested ^iy v)[ie\x «Xi«^a. Sax tckoi^ 
^Am the prospect they afifotdftd. Uov? Yw^dx ^ ib«%^ 
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music held ofer him, may be realized from the fact that 
he once wrote the greater part of a poem in a London 
concert-room, to keep himself awake. The tone of his 
mind is revealed by the manner in which he wooed the 
muse. From his own artless letters we cannot but dis- 
cover that much of his verse was produced by a mechan- 
ical process. His best metaphors, he tells us, were in- 
serted afler the tale itself was completed. He confesses 
his surprise that, in two or three instances, he was much 
affected by what he wrote, which is proof enough of the 
uninspired spirit in which many of his compositions 
were conceived. " I rhyme at Hampstead with a great 
deal of facility," says one of his letters. Accordingly 
his writings fall much below the works " produced too 
slowly ever to decay." In feet, with all his peculiar 
merits, Crabbe was often a mere rhymer, and the culti- 
vated lover of poetry, who feels a delicate reverence for 
its more perfect models, will find many of his volumin- 
ous heroics unimpressive and tedious. But interwoven 
with these, is many a picture of human misery, many a 
display of coarse passion and unmitigated grief, of delu- 
sive joy and haggard want, of vulgar selfishness and 
moral truth, that awaken sympathy even to pain, and win 
admiration for the masterly execution of the artist. 
Much of the poetry of Crabbe, however, is of such a 
character that we can conceive of its being written in 
almost any quantity. He began to write not so much 
from impulse alone, as motives of self-improvement and 
interest When his situation was comfortable, he ceased 
versifying for a long interval, and resumed the occupa- 
tion because he was encouraged to do so by the support 
of the public. Only occasionally, and in particular 
respects, does he excite wonder. The form and syitit of 
bis works are seldom exalted above otimw^ %Bswi\^>Awss»* 
Hence they are more easily imitated, ^xii. m^'^ ''^'^^- 
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jected Addresses," one of the closest parodies is that of 
Crabbe. The department he originally chose was almost 
uninraded, and he was singularly fitted to occupy it with 
success. lu addition to his graphic ability, and the stu- 
died fidelity of his portraiture, whicb were his great in- 
tellectual advantages, there were others arising from the 
warmth and excellence of his heart. He sympathized 
enough with human nature to understand its weaknesses 
and wants. His pathos is sometimes inimitable ; and 
superadded to these rare qualifications, we must allow 
him a felicity of diction, a fluency and propriety in the 
use of language, which, if it made him sometimes 
diffuse, at others gave a remarkable freedom and point to 
his verses. 

Illustrations of these qualities abound in Grabbe's wri- 
tings. His similes convey a good idea of his prevailing 
tendency to avail himself of prosaic associations, which 
in ordinary bands, would utterly £ul of their intended 
efiect: 

For all that honour brings ligainst the force 

Of headlong passion, aids its rapid course ; 

Its slight resistance but provokes the fire, 

As wood- work stops the flame and then conveys it higher. 

As yirious colours in a painted ball 
While it has rest, are seen distinctly all ; 
Till whirled around by some exterior force. 
They all are blended in the rapid course ; 
So iif repose and not by passion swayed. 
We saw the difference by their habits made; 
But tried by strong emotions, they became 
Filled with one love, and were in heart the same. 

The following are specimens of his homely minute- 
ness. 

* cold and wet and dtivin^ wilVi tVie \idft^ 

Beats bia weak arms against bis turn ^^^* 
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Hence one his faroiirite habitation gets, 
The bri9k-floored parlour which the batcher leti| 
Where, through his single light, he may regard 
The various business of a eommon yard. 
Bounded by backs of buildings formed of clay. 
By stables, sties, coops, et cetera. 

A BAR BOOM. 

Here port in bottles stood, a well-stained row. 
Drawn for the evening from the pipe below ; 
Three powerful spirits filled a parted case. 
Some cordial bottles stood in secret place ; 
Fair acid fruits in nets above were seen. 
Her plate was splendid and her glasses clean. 
Basins and bowls were ready on the stand. 
And measures clattered in her powerful hand. 
Here curling fumes in lazy wreaths arise, 
And prosing topers rub their winking eyes. 

oooK-noHnira. 

Here the poor bird th' inhuman cocker brings. 
Arms his hard heel and clips his golden wings ; 
With spicy food th' impatient spirit feeds. 
And shouts and curses as the battle bleeds. 
Struck through the brain, deprived of both his eyes. 
The vanquished bird must combat till he dies , 
Must faintly peck at his victorious foe. 
And reel and stagger at each feeble blow ; 
When fallen, the savage grasps his dabbled plumes. 
His blood-stained arms for other deaths assumes, . 
And damns the craven fowl that lost his stake. 
And only bled and perished for his sake. 

Fresh were "his features, his attire was new, 
Clean was his linen, and his jacket blue, 
Of finest jean his trowsers tight and trim, 
Brushed the large buckle at the silver rim. 

Twin infants then appear, a girl, a boy. 
The overflowing cup of Gerard Ablett's joy ; 
One bad I named in every year that past, 
Biace Gerard wed,— and twins beKotd a.t\M^\ 



132 THOUGHTS ON THS P0BT8. 

Ah ! much I envy thee thy boys who ride 

On poplar branch, and canter at thy side ; 

And girls whose cheeks thy chin's fierce fondness know. 

And with fresh beauty at the contact glow. 

His fondness for antitheses is often exemplified : 

The easy followers in the female train. 

Led without love, and captives without chain. 

Opposed to these we have a prouder kind. 
Rash without heat and without raptures blind. 

Hour after hour, men thus contending sit. 
Grave without sense, and pointed without wit 

Gained without skill, without inquiry bought, 
Lost without love, and borrowed without thought 

It is amusing, with the old complaints of the iadefi- 
niteness of poetry fresh in the mind, to encounter such 
literal rhyming as the following, — a, sailor is addressing 
his recreant mistress : 

Nay, speak at once, and Dinah, let me know, 
Means*t thou to take me, now I'm wreck*d, in tow ? 
Be fair, nor longer keep me in the dark, ' 
Am I forsaken for a trimmer spark ? 

Grave Jonas Kindred, Sybil Kindred's sire. 
Was six feet high, and look'd six inches higher. 

A tender, timid maid, who knew not how 
To pass a pig-sty, or to face a cow. 

Where one huge, wooden bowl before them stood. 
Filled with huge balls of farinaceous food. 
With bacon most saline, where never lean 
Beneath the brown and bristly rind was seea 

.'^s a male turkey straggling on the green. 
When by fierce harriers, terriers, mongrels seen, 
He feels the insults of the merry train. 
And moves aside though filled by mvicVv disdain ; 
But when that turkey at his own barn-dooi^ 
Seea one poor straying puppy and uo moiei 
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(A foolish pnppy who had left the pick, 

Thoughtless what foe was threafning at his back,) 

He mores aboat, as ships prepared to sail. 

He hoists his proud rotundity of tail. 

The half-sealed eyes and changeful neck he showi. 

Where in its quickening colours vengeance glows ; 

From red to blue the pendant wattle turn, 

Blue mixed vjith red as matches when they bum. 

And thus the intruding snarler to oppose. 

Urged by enkindling wrath, he gobbling goes. 

Ko image appears too humble for Crabbe : 

For these occasions forth his knowledge sprung, 
As mustard quickens on a bed of dung. 

When his graphic power is applied to a different or- 
der of subjects and accompanied with more sentiment, 
we behold the legitimate evidences of his title to the name 
of poet : 

Then how serene ! when in your favourite room, 
Gales from your jasmins soothe the evening gloom. 
When from your upland paddock you look down 
And just perceive the smoke which hides the town ; 
When weary peasants at the close of day. 
Walk to their cots and part upon the way ; 
• When cattle slowly cross the shallow brook. 
And shepherds pen their fcdds and rest upon their crook. 

Their's is yon house that holds the parish poor, 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken door ; 
There, where the putrid vapours flagging play. 
And the dull wheel hums doleful through the day; 
There children dwell who know no parents care. 
Parents, who know no childrens* love, dwell there. 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyless bed. 
Forsaken wives and mothers never wed ; 
Dejected widows with unheeded tears. 
And crippled age with more than childhood's feart» 
Tbe lame, the blind, and far the hvp^^ieBX ^v; « 
The moping idiot and the madman g^^. 
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Lo ! where the heathy with withering brake grown o*er, 

Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor. 

From thence a length of burning sand appears, 

Where the thin harvest waves its withered ears ; 

Rank weeds that every art and care defy. 

Reign o'er the land and rob the blighted rye ; 

There thistles stretch their prickly arms afar» 

And to the ragged, infant threaten war. 

There poppies nodding mock the hope of toil. 

There the blue bugloss paints the sterile soil ; 

Hardy and high above the slender sheaf, 

The shiny mallow waves her silky leaf; 

O'er the young shoot the sh^lock throws a shade. 

And clasping tares cling round the sickly blade ; 

With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound, 

And a sad splendour vainly shines around. 

Here joyless roam a wild, amphibious race. 

With sullen woe displayed in every face ; 

Who far from civil arts and social fly. 

And scowl at strangers with suspicious eye ; 

Here, too, the lawless merchant of the main. 

Draws from his plough th' intoxicated swain ; 

Want only claimed the labours of theday. 

But vice now steals the nightly rest away.^ 

Ye gentle souls who dream of rural ease« 

Whom the smooth stream and smoother sonnet pleMts 

60 ! if the peaceful cot your praises share. 

Go ! look within, and ask if peace be there ; 

If peace be his— that drooping, weary sire. 

If theirs, that oflbpring round their fdeble fire; 

Or hers — ^that matron pale, whose trembling band 

Turns on her wretched hearth the expiring brand. 

No small portion of the interest Grabbe's writiogs have 

excited, is to be ascribed to his ingenioas stones. Some 

of them are entertaining from the incidents they narrate, 

and othera on account of the sagacious remarka with 

nrlijch they Mr§ int^rworeo:. TVieae %X\JWiO;\s»a. ^xml <i^ 

* TkJ0 mdairmbl^ description rdbra loJOMMcottg^^^^ «NtiMK'%\AAVi|^MA. 
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exist with but a slight degree of poetic merit, beyond cor- 
rect versification and an occasional metaphor. Most of 
the tales are founded in real circumstances, and the char- 
acters were drawn, with some modification, from existent 
originals. Scarcely a feature of romance or even im- 
probaHIity belong to these singular narratives. They are 
usually domestic in their nature, and excite curiosity be- 
cause so^ near to common experience. As proofs (Kf in- 
ventive genius they are often striking, and if couched in 
elegant prose or a dmmatic form, would, in some cases, 
be far more effective. Lamb tried the latter experiment 
in one instance, with marked success.* These rhymed, 
histories of events and personages within the range of 
ordinary life, seem admirably calculated to win the less 
imaginative to a love of poetry. Crabbe has proved a 
most serviceable pioneer to the timid haunters of Pamas* 
sus, and decked with alluring trophies, the outskirts of 
the land of song. We can easily understand how a cer- 
tain order of minds relish his poems better than any other 
writings in the same department of literature. There is 
a singular tone of e very-day truth and practical sense 
about them. They deal with the tangible realities around 
us. They unfold " the artful workings of a vulgar mind," 
and depict with amusing exactitude, the hourly trials of 
existence. A gipsy group, a dissipated burgess, the vic- 
tims of profligacy, the mean resentments of ignorant 
minds, a coarse tyrant, a vindictive woman, a fen or a 
fishing boat — those beings and objects which meet us by 
the way-side of the world, the common, the real, the 
more rude elements of life, are set before us in the pages 
of Crabbe, in the most bold relief and affecting contrast. 
There is often a gloom, an unrelieved wretchedness, an 
absolute degradation about these deWTv^^xioTv'^^ ^V^v^ 
weighs upon the spirits — the sadness oi «i Xx^^^"^ ^^^>^* 
• The Wife's TtiaV. 
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out its ideal grandeur or its poetic consolation. But the 
redeeming influence^ of such creations lies in the melan- 
choly but wholesome truths they convey. The mists 
that shroud the dwellings of the wretched are rolled away, 
the wounds of the social system are laid bare, and the 
sternest facts of experience are proclaimed. This process 
was greatly required in Great Britain when Crabbe ap- 
peared as the bard of the poor. He arrayed the dark 
history of their needs and oppression in a guise which 
would attract the eye of taste. He led many a luxurious 
peer to the haunts of poverty. He carried home to the 
souls of the pampered and proud, a startling revelation of 
the distress and crime that hung unnoticed around their 
steps. He fulfilled, in his day, the same benevolent of- 
fice which, in a different style, has since been ^ ably 
continued by Dickens. These two writers hare pub- 
lished to the world, the condition of the English poor, in 
characters of light ; and thrown the whole force of their 
genius into an appeal from the iniustice of society and 
the abuses of civilization. 



SHELLEY 



" Was cradled into poetry by wrong. 
And learned in sufiering what he taught in song.** 

It is now about eighteen years since the waters of the 
Mediterranean closed over one of the most delicately or- 
ganized and richly endowed beings of our era. A scion 
of the English aristocracy, the nobility of his soul threw 
far into the shade all conventional distinctions ; while his 
views of life and standard of action were infinitely broad- 
er and more elevated than the narrow limits of caste. 
Highly imaginative, susceptible and brave, even in boy- 
hood he reverenced the honest convictions of his own 
mind above success or authority. With a deep thirst for 
knowledge, he united a profound interest in his race. 
Highly philosophical in his taste, truth was the prize for 
which he most earnestly contended ; heroical in his tem- 
per, freedom he regarded as the dearest boon of exist- 
ence ; of a tender and ardent heart, love was the grand 
hope and consolation of his being, while beauty formed 
the most genial element of his existence. 

Of such a nature, when viewed in a broad light, were 
the elements of Shelley's character. Nor is it difficult 
to reconcile them with the detail of his opinions and the 
tenor of his life. It is easy to imagine a state of society 
m which such a being might free\y 4eve\o^,«iAS.^\^^- 
Ottsljr realize principles and endowxneiila so WJi. ^^ "^^^ 
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mise ; while, on the other hand, it is only necessary to 
look around on the world as it is, or back upon its past 
records, to lose all surprise that this fine specimen of hu- 
manity was sadly misunderstood and his immediate in- 
fluence perverted. The happy agency which as an inde- 
pendent thinker and humane poet might have been pro- 
phecied of Shelley, presupposed a degree of considera- 
tion and sympathy, not to say delicacy and reverence, on 
the part of society, a wisdom in the process of education, 
a scope of youthful experience, an entire integrity of treat- 
ment, to be encountered only in the dreams of the 
Utopian. To have elicited in forms of unadulterated 
good the characteristics of such a nature, " when his be- 
ing overflowed," the world should have been to him, 

** As a golden chalice to bright wine 
Which else had sunk into the thirsty dust.*^ 

Instead of this, at the first sparkling of that fountain, the 
teachings of the world, and the lessons of life, were cal- 
culated to dam up its free tide in the formal embank- 
ments of custom and power. What wonder, then, that 
it overleaped such barriers, and wound way wardly aside 
into solitude, to hear no sound " save its own dashings ?" 
The publication of the posthumous proset of Shelley, 
is chiefly interesting from the fact that it perfectly con- 
firms our best impressions of the man. We here trace 
in his confidential letters, the love and philanthropy to 
which his muse was devoted. All his literary opinions 
evidence the same sincerity. His refined admiration of 
nature, his habits of intense study and moral independ- 
ence, have not been exaggerated. The noble actions 
ascribed to him by partial friends, are proved to be the 
* Prometheus Unbound. 

/ Eaaays, Letters from Abroad, TTax»\^\.\Qitva vsvl F'c^!^;DBi«!ttts. 
Bjr Percy Byasbe Shelley. Edited by Mxa. Sti^W^i^ \ \a\A^qsu 
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natural resalts of his native feelings. The peculiar suf- 
ferings of body and mind, of experience and imagina- 
tion, to which his temperament and destiny subjected 
him, have in no degree been overstated. His generosity 
and high ideal of intellectual greatness and human excel- 
lence, are more than indicated in the unstudied outpour- 
ings of his familiar correspondence. 

Love, according to Shelley, is the sum and essence of 
goodness. While listening to the organ in the Cathedral 
of Pis9, he sighed that charity instead of faith was not 
regarded as the substance of universal religion. Self he 
considered as the poisonous " burr " which especially de- 
formed modem society; and to overthrow this "dark 
idolatry,'* he embarked on a lonely but most honourable 
crusade. The impetuosity of youth doubtless gave to 
the style of his enterprise an aspect startling to some of 
his well-meaning fellow-creatures. All social reformers 
must expect to be misinterpreted and reviled. In the 
case of Shelley, the great cause for regret is that so few 
should have paid homage to his pure and sincere inten- 
tions; that so many should have credited the countless 
slanders heaped on his name ; and that a nature so gifted 
and sensitive, should have been selected as the object of 
such wilful persecution. 

The young poet saw men reposing supinely upon dog- 
mas, and hiding cold hearts behind technical creeds, in- 
stead of acting out the sublime idea of human brother- 
hood. His moral sense was shocked at the injustice of 
society in heaping contumely upon an erring woman, 
while it recognizes and honours the author of her dis- 
grace. He saddened at the spectacle so often presented, 
of artificial union in married life, the enforced constancy 
of unsympathizing beings, hearts dying out in the long 
Btn^^le of an uncongenial bond. k\»^^ ^,>M&\5fc\«i:^^ 
hnt i^rit bled for the slavery of tSoB toaas— 'Jaa w.\kis8cc 
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tious enthralment of the ignorant many. He looked upoa 
the long procession of his fellow-creatures plodding 
gloomily on to their graves, conscious of social bondage, 
yet making no effort for freedom, groaning under self- 
imposed burdens, yet afraid to cast them off, conceiving 
better things, yet executing nothing. Many have felt 
and still feel thus. Shelley aspired to embody in action, 
and to illustrate in life and literature the reform which 
his whole nature demanded. He dared to' lead forth at 
a public ball the scorned victim of seduction, and appal 
the hypocritical crowd by an act of true moral courage. 
As a boy, he gave evidence of his attachment to liberty 
by overthrowing a system of school tyranny ; and this 
sentiment, in after life, found scope in his Odes to the 
Revolutionists of Spain and Italy. He fearlessly dis- 
cussed the subject of marriage, and argued for abolishing 
an institution which he sincerely believed perverted the 
very sentiment upon which it is professedly based. " If I 
have conformed to the usages of the world, on the score 
of matrimony," says one of his letters, " it is that dis- 
grace always attaches to the weaker sex.'* In relation 
to this and other of his theories, the language of a fine 
writer in reference to a kindred spirit is justly applicable 
to Shelley. " He conceived too nobly for his fellows- 
he raised the standard of morality above the reach of hu- 
manity; and, by directing virtue to the most airy and 
romantic heights, made her paths dangerous, solitary, 
and impracticable." Shelley entertained a perfect dis- 
gust for the consideration attached to wealth, and ob- 
served, with impatient grief, the shadow property throws 
over modest worth and unmoneyed excellence. Upon this 
sentiment, also, he habitually acted. The maintenance 
of his opinions cost him, among other sacrifices, a fine 
estate. So constant and profuse ^«s \i\s ^^sewXxVj Na- 
»«rt& iii]/>overished men of letteta, tja3t \!hft \!cii^\%«x >^ 
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general, diat he was obliged to lire with great economy. 
He subjected himaelf to aerioas inconyenience while in 
Italy, to assist a friend in iDtroducing steam narigation 
on the Mediterranean. It was his disposition to glory in 
and support true merit wherever he found it He was 
one of the first to recognize the dawning genius of Mrs. 
Hemans, to whom he addressed a letter of encourage- 
ment when she was a mere girl. He advocated a diet- 
etic reform, from a strong conviction that abstinence from 
spirituous liquors and animal food, would do much to reno- 
vate the human race. Upon this idea his own habits were 
based. But the most obnoxious of Shelley's avowed opin- 
ions, was his non-concurrence in the prevalent system 
of Religion. To the reflective student of his writings, 
however, the poet's atheism is very different from what 
interested critics have made it. School and its associa- 
tions were inexpressibly trying to his free and sensitive 
nature ; and a series of puzzling questions of a metaphy- 
sical character, which he encotmtered in the course of 
his recreative reading, planted the seeds of skepticism in 
his mind, which enforced religious observances and un- 
happy experience soon fertilized. Queen Mab, the pro- 
duction of a collegian in his teens, is rather an attack 
upon a creed than Christianity ; and was never published 
with the author's consent. It should be considered as 
the crude outbreak of juvenile talent eager to make trial 
of the new weapons furnished by the logic of Eton. Yet 
it was impertinently dragged into notice to blight the 
new and rich flowers of his maturer genius, and meanly 
quoted against Shelley in the chancery suit by which he 
was deprived of his children. Instead of smiling at its 
absurdities, or rejecting, with similar reasoning its argu- 
ments, the force of authority, the very last to alarm such 
a si^rit, was alone resorted to. WYial ^oxv^«t \K ^'Si ^ct- 
Anr boy^ doabta of the populaT system vi^'s^ \'w:x^^aI^^ 
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his views of social degradation confirmed ; that he came 
to regard custom as the tyrant of the universe, and pro- 
posed to abandon a world from whose bosom he had been 
basely spumed ? If an intense attachment to truth, and 
an habitual spirit of disinterestedness constitute any part 
of religion, Shelley was eminently religious. For the 
divine character portrayed in the Gospels, he probably, in 
his latter years, had a truer reverence than the majority 
of Christians. If we are to credit one of his most inti- 
mate friends, the Beatitudes constituted his delight and 
embodied his principles of faith. As far as the Deity is^ 
worshipped by a profound sensibility to the wonders and 
beauty of his universe, a tender love of his creatures and 
a cherished veneration for the highest revelations of hu- 
manity, the calumniated poet was singularly devout. 
" Fools rush in where angels fear to tread," is true of hu- 
man conduct not less in its so called religious than its 
other aspects. We live in an atmosphere of doubt To 
attain to clear and unvarying- convictions, in regard to 
the mysteries of our being, is not the lot of all. There 
are those who cannot choose but wonder at the unbound- 
ed confidence of theologians. It is comparatively easy to 
be a church-goer, to conform to religious observances, to 
acquiesce in prevailing opinions ; but to how many all 
this is but a part of the mere machinery of life ! There 
are those who are slow to profess and quick to feel, who 
can only bow in meekness, and hope in trembling. Shel- 
ley's nature was peculiarly reverential, but he entertained 
certain speculative doubts — and with the ordinary dis- 
plajrs of Christianity he could not sympathize. The popu- 
lar conception of the Divinity did not meet his wants ; 
and so the world attached to him the brand of atheist, 
andf under this anathema, hunted him down. ^^The 
shapings of our Heavens," says \jaTc\>, '■^ «Lt^ >^iifc tdl<(Ai^ 
cations of our constitutions.** SVidYe^* *\^««ik. ta^sso^ 
niodi£ed his religious sentimenl. 
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'* I loved, I know not what ; but this low sphere 
And all that it contains, contains not thee : 

Thou whom seen nowhere, I feel everywhere. 
Dim object of my sou^s idolatry."* 

His Hymn to Inteliectaal beauty is instinct with the 
spirit of pure devotion, directed to the highest conception 
of his nature. Unthinking, indeed, is he who can for a 
moment believe that such a being could exist without 
adoration. Dr. Johnson says that Milton grew old with- 
out any visible worship. The opinions of Shelley are no 
more to be regarded as an index to his heart, than the 
blind bard's quiet musings as a proof that the fire of 
devotion did not burn within. Shelley's expulsion from 
college, for questioning the validity of Christianity, or 
perhaps more justly, asserting its abuses, was the turning 
point in his destiny. This event, following immediately 
upon the disappointment of his first attachment, stirred 
the very depths of his nature — and in all probability, 
transformed the future man, from a §ood English squire, 
to a politician and reformer. Then • came his premature 
marriage, to which impulsive gratitude was the blind 
motive, the bitter consequences of his error, his divorce 
and separation from his children, his new and happy 
connection founded on true affection and intellectual sym- 
pathy, his adventurous exile and sudden death. How 
long, we are tempted to ask in calmly reviewing his life, 
will it require, in this age of wonders, for the truth to be 
recognized that opinions are independent of the will, and 
therefore not, in themselves, legitimate subjects of moral 
approbation or blame ? It has been said that the purpo- 
ses of men most truly indicate their characters. Where 
can we find an individual in modern history of more 
exalted aims than Shelley ? While a youth, he was wont 
to iOray from hia fellows, and thovig\i\XvxYL^ i^^qV?^ 

• The Zucca 
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** To be wise 
And just and free and mild.*** 

When suffering poverty in London, after his banish- 
ment, his benevolence foi/nd exercise in the hospitals, 
which he daily visited to minister to the vicdms of pain 
and disease. The object of constant malice, he never 
degenerated into a satirist. 

** Alas, good friend, what profit can you see 
In hating such a hateless thing as me ? 

• « « « 

There is no sport in hate, when all the rage 

Is on one side. 

Of your antipathy 
If I am the Narcissus, you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating me.**t 

Though baffled in his plans, and cut off from frequent 
enjoyment by physical anguish, love and hope still tri- 
umphed over misanthropy and despair. He was adored 
by his friends, and 'beloved by the poor. Even Byron 
curbed his passions at Shelley's wise rebuke, hailed him 
as his better angel, and transfused something of his ele- 
vated tone into the later emanations of his genius. 

** Fearless he was and scorning all disguise. 
What he dared do or think, though men might start. 

He spoke with mild yet unaverted eyes ; 
Liberal he was of soul and frank of heart ; 

And to his dearest friends, who loved him well, 
Whate*er he knew or felt he would impart.**} 

And yet this is the man who was disgraced and banned 
for his opinions — deemed by a court of his country un- 
worthy to educate his own children — disowned by his 
kindred, and forced from his native land ! What a re- 
flection to a candid mind, that slander long prevented 
acquaintance and communion belweetv ^\ie\\^^ vcvdLAmb ! 

• R0roh of UUuL . 1 8oM«U XPt\»«* k i\ « i>»« f » 
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How disgustiDg the thought of those vapid faces of the 
trayelling English, who have done more to disenchant 
Italy than all her heggcrs, turned in scorn from the poet, 
as they encountered him on the Pincian or Lung'Arno ! 
With what indignation do we think of that heautiful 
head being defaced by a blow ! Yet we are told, when 
Shelley was inquiring for letters at a continental post- 
office, some ruffian, under colour of the common preju- 
dice, upon hearing his name, struck him to earth. 

As a poet Shelley was strikingly original. He main- 
tained the identity of poetry and philosophy; and the 
bent of his genius seems to have been to present philoso- 
phical speculations, and *' beautiful idealisms of moral 
excellence," in poetical forms. He was too fond of look- 
ing beyond the obvious and tangible to form a merely 
descriptive poet, and too metaphysical in his taste to be a 
purely sentimental one. He has neither the intense ego- 
tism of Byron, nor the simple fervour of Burns. In gen- 
eral the scope of bis poems is abstract, abounding in 
wonderful displays of fancy and allegorical invention. 
Of these qualities, the Revolt of Islam is a striking ex- 
ample. This lack of personality and directness, prevents 
the poetry of Shelley from impressing the memory like 
that of Mrs. Hemans' or Moore. His images pass before 
the mind like frost work at moonlight, strangely beauti- 
ful, glittering and rare, but of transient duration, and 
dream-like interest. Hence, the great body of his poetry 
can never be popular. Of this he seemed perfectly aware. 
*• Prometheus Unbound," according to his own statement, 
was composed with a view to a very limited audience ;' 
and the ".Cenci," which was written according to more 
popular canons of taste, cost him great labour. The 
other dramas of Shelley are cast in classical moulds, 
not only as to form but m tone and. spm\.\ %Xk\ v:»x\ftx^^ 
through them are some of the mo*\. ^^Y^ivMl ^«cs& ^^ 
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expression and metaphor to be found in the whole raiige 
of ^English poetry. Although these classical dramas 
seem to have been mcst congenial to the poet's taste, 
there is abundant evidence of his superior capacity in 
more popular schools of his art. For touching beauty, 
his " Lines written in Dejection near Naples," is not sur- 
passed by any similar lyric ; and his " Sky-Lark" is 
perfectly buoyant with the very music it commemorates. 
" Julian and Maddalo" was written according to Leigh 
Hunt's theory of poetical diction, and is a graceful speci- 
men of ihat style. But "The Cenci" is the greatest 
evidence we have of the poet's power over his own geni- 
us. Horrible and difficult of refined treatment as is the 
subject, with what power and tact is it developed ! 
When I beheld the pensive loveliness of Beatrice's por- 
trait at the Barbarini palace, it seemed as if the painter 
had exhausted the ideal of Iier story. Shelley's tragedy 
should be read with that exquisite painting before the 
imagination. The poet has surrounded it with an inter- 
est surpassing the limner's art. For impressive efiect 
upon the reader's mind, exciting the emotions of " terror 
and pity" which tragedy aims to produce, how few mod- 
ern dramas can compare with " The Cenci !" Perhaps 
" Adonais" is the most characteristic of Shelley's poems. 
It was written under the excitement of sympathy ; and 
while the style and images are peculiar to the poet, an 
uncommon degree of natural sentiment vivifies this elegy. 
In dwelling upon its pathetic numbers, we seem to trace 
in the fate of Keats, thus poetically described, Shelley's 
own destiny depicted by the instinct of his genius. 

*» 0, weep for Adonais I — The quick Dreams, 
The passion- winged Ministers of thought, 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, atiA'wYiomVeVMV^U 
The love which waa its muaicviwiAei twA.v— 
W'sLtider no more. 
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* gentle child, beautiful as thou wert, 
Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men 
Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty heart. 
Dare the unpastured dragon in his den, 
DeiTenceless as thou wert, oh ! where wa8 then 
• Wisdom the mirror'd shield, or scorn the spear ? * 
Or hadst thou waited the full cycle when 
Thy spirit should have filPd its cresent sphere. 

The monsters of life's waste had fled from thee like deer. 

« • • • • * . - 

Nor let us weep that our delight is fled 
Far from these carrion-kites that scream below ; 
He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead ; 
Thou canst not soar where he is sitting now. 
Dust to the dust ! but the pure spirit shall flow 
Back to the burning fountain whence it came, 
A portion of the Eternal. , 

He has outsoar'd the shadow of our night ; 
Envy and calumny, and hate and pain, 
And that Unrest which men miscall delight. 
Can touch him not and torture not again ; 
From the contagion of the world's slow stain 
He is secure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain ; 
Nor, when the spirit's self has ceased to burn. 
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn. 

The inheritors of unfulfilled renown, 

Rose from their thrones built beyond mortal thought 

Far in the Unapparent. 

« Thou art become one of us/ they cry. 
* * • « « * • 

And he is gathered to the kings of thought 

Who waged contention with their times decay. 

And of the past are all that cannot pass away. 

Life, like a dome of many-colour'd glass. 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 

Until Death tramples it to fragments. 

. • « « « • 

My spirit's bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the tremblitv^ >i3t«wi% 
Whose Bails were never to the tempest ^viwa.** 
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The elements of Shelley's genius were rarely mingled. 
The grand in nature delighted his muse. Volcanoes and 
glaciers, Alpine summits and rocky caverns filled his fan- 
cy. It was his joy to pass the spring<days araiA the ruin- 
ed baths t)f Caracalla, and to seek the corridors of the 
Coliseum at moonlight. He loved to watch the growth 
of thunder-showers, and to chronicle his dreams. Ger- 
man h'terature, to which he was early attracted, prohably 
originated much of his taste for the wild and wondeiful. 
Plato and the Greek poets, sculpture and solitude, fed his 
spirit. Such idea^ as that of will unconquered by tyr- 
anny, the brave endurance of suflering, legends like the 
" Wandering Jew " — the poetry of evil as depicted in the 
Book of Job — " Paradise Lost," the story o[ " Prome- 
theus," and the traditions of " The Cenci," inter^ted 
him profoundly. He revelled in " the tempestuous love- 
liness of terror." The sea was Shelley's idol. Some 
of his happiest hotirs were passed in a boiat. The easy 
motion, 

" Active without toil or 'stress, 
Piissive without listlessness," 

probably soothed his excitable temperament ; while the 
expanse of wave and sky, the countless phenomena of 
cloud and billow, and the awful grandeur of storms en- 
tranced 'his soul. Hence his favourite illustrations are 
drawn from the sea, and many of them are as perfect 
pearls of poesy as ever the adventurous diver rescued 
from the deep of imagination. Nor were they obtained 
without severe struggle and earnest application. Shel- 
.ley's life ^vas intense, and although only in his thirtieth 
year when his beloved element wTapped him in the em- 
brace of death, the snows of premature age already fleck- 
ecl his auburn locks ; and, in sensation and experience, 
Ae was wont to say, he had fat oxxx?^^^ ^^ ^^^x^dAX^ 
Shelley was a true disciple of \ove. "fte xa^\i\aMkfe\"«>5^ 



8HBLLBT. 140 

rare eloquence the spontaneity and sanctity of the passion, 
and sought to realize the ideal of his aflfections with all a 
poet's earnestness. Alastor typifies the vain search. 

Time — the great healer of wounded hearts — the mighty 
vindicator of injured worth — is rapidly t dispersing the 
mists which have hitherto shrouded the fame of Shelley. 
Sympathy for his sufferings, and a clearer insight into 
his motives, are fast redeeming his name and influence. 
Whatever views his countrymen may entertain, there is 
a kind of living posterity in this young republic," who 
judge of genius by a calm study of its fruits, wholly un- 
influenced by the distant murmur of local prejudice and 
party rage. To such, the thought of Shelley is hallowed 
by the aspirations and spirit of love with which his verse 
overflows ; and in their pilgrimage to the old world, they 
turn aside from the more august ruins of Rome, to muse 
reverently upon the poet, where 

*< One keen pyramid with wedge sublime. 
Pavilioning the dust of him who plannM 
This refuge for his memory, doth stand 
Like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath, 
A field is spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven*9 smile their camp of death. 
Welcoming him we love with scarce iextinguish'd breath.'** 



Note. — This article havinf been censured and mkunderstood, the followiof 
letter was afterwards pHblished in the Magazine in which it appeared. 

" Your letter informing me of the manner in which some of 
your readers have seen fit to regard my remarks on Shelley, is at 
hand. I am at a loss to conceive how any candid or discrimina- 
ting mind can view the article in question as a defence of Shel- 
ley's opinions. It was intended rather to place the man himself 
in a more just point of view, than that which common prejudice 
afmgns him. T only contend that mere opinions — especially those 
of early youth, do not constitute the only or the best criterion of 
character. I have spoken in defence rather of Shelley's tenden- 
cles and real purposes, than of his theoma, mA e^Xk!\'&v«^>n^ \ft 
* Adoutiia. 

9* 
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vindicate wfast was truly lorelj and noble in his nature. To 
these gifts and graces the many have long been blinded. We 
have heard much of Shelley's atheistical philosophy and little of 
his benevolent heart, much of his boyish infidelity and little of 
his kind acts and elevated sentiments. That I have attempted to 
call attention to these characteristics of the poet, I cannot regret ; 
and to me such a course seems perfectly consistent with a rejec- 
tion of his peculiar views of society and religion. These we 
know were in a great degree visionary and contrary to well-estab- 
lished principles of human nature. Still they were ever under- 
going modifications, and his heart often anticipated the noblest 
teachings of faith. A careful study of the lile and writings of 
Shelley, will narrow the apparent chasm between him and the 
acknowledged ornaments of our race. It will lead us to trace 
much that is obnoxious in his views to an aggravated experience 
of ill, and to discover in the inmost sanctuary of his soul much to 
venerate and love, much that will sanctify the genius which the 
careless and bigoted regard as having been wholly desecrated. 

" One of your correspondents says, • I do not pretend to be mi- 
nutely acquainted with the details of his life, having never read 
his letters recently published.* And yet, confessedly ignorant of 
the subject, as he is, he still goes on to repeat and exaggerate &e 
various slanders which have been heaped upon the name of one 
who I still believe should rank among the most noble characters 
of modern times. It is not a little surprising that while, in all 
questions of science, men deem the most careful inquiry requisite 
to form just conclusions, in those infinitely more subtle and holy 
inquiries which relate to human character, they do not scruple to 
yield to the most reckless prejudice. Far otherwise do I look 
upon such subjects. When an individual has given the most un- 
doubted proof of high and generous character, 1 reverence human 
nature too much to credit every scandalous rumour, or acquiesce 
in the suggestions of malevolent criticism, regarding him. Had 
your correspondent examined conscientiously the history of Shel- 
ley, he would have discovered that he never abandoned his wife, 
and thus drove ^her to self-destruction. They were wholly unfit 
companions. Shelley married her from gratitude, for the kind 
care she took of him in illness. It was the impulsive act of a 
generous but thoughtless youth. They separated by mutual con- 
aent, and some time elapsed before she committed suicide. That 
event ia§eid to have overwhelmed SYie\Xei vi\\\i ^gs^fcl^ wA Vfcal 
he felt bimselT in any manncx to b\Miic,\»il \3a»X\kfc\3a^\i^«S&.- 
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ei«nt}y ct/ttiidertA bis wife^ inempacity fiar ielf-f^tfmm^nt, ind 
prorided by suitable care for so dreadful an ezigencj. After this 
event, Shelley married Miss Godwin, with whom he enjoyed 
uninterrupted domestic felicity during the short remainder of his 
life. His conduct tn^orded perfectly with the yiews, and, in a 
great meagre, with the practice of Milton. With that prying 
injustice, which characterizes the English press, in relation to 
persons holding obnoxious opinions, the facts were misrepresent- 
ed, and Shelley described as one of the most cruel monsters. So 
much for bis views of Religion and Marriage. ' A Friend to 
Virtoe* in shocked at my remark, that < opinions are not in them- 
selves legitimate subjects of moral approbation or censure.' He 
should have quoted the whole sentence. The reason adduced is, 
that they are • independent of the tnV/.' This I maintain to be 
correct. I know not what are the grounds upon which * A Friend 
to Virtue* estimates his kind. For myself, it is my honest en- 
deavour to look through the web of opinion, and the environment 
of circumstances, to the heart. Intellectual constitutions differ 
essentially. They are diversified by more or less imagination 
and reasoning power, and are greatly influenced by early impres- 
sions. Accordingly, it is very rarely that we find two individuals 
who think precisely alike on any subject. Even in the same 
person opinions constantly change. Their formation (H-iginally 
depends Upon the peculiar traits of mind with which the indi- 
vidual is endowed. His peculiar moral and mental experience 
afterwards modifies them, so that, except as far aij faithful inquiry 
goes, he is not responsible in the premises. We must then look 
to the heart, the native disposition, the feelings, if w6 would 
really know a man. Thus regarded, Shelley has few equals. 
Speculatively he may have been an Atheist ; in his inmost soul 
he was a Christian. This may appear paradoxical, but I believe 
it is more frequently the case than we are aware. An inquiring, 
argumentative mind, may often fail in attaining settled convic- 
tions ; while at the same time the moral nature is so true and 
active, that the heart, ad Wordsworth says, may • do God's word 
and know it not.' Thus I bdlieve it was with Shelley. Venera- 
tion was his predominant sentiment. His biographer and intimate 
friend, Leigh Hunt, says of him, * He was pious towards nature — 
towards his friends — towards the whole human race — towards the 
meaner insect of the forest.' He did himself an injustice with 
the public in using the popular n«ime ot tSOie ^M^T^Cife "^ws^N^* 
4U>agtderately, Ue identified it dolely M?\lYi %ei m«>. X?jt«MaR:^ 



ISt THOUGHTS ON THE POETS. 

notions of God, made after the worst human fashion ; and did Jnot 
sutticiently reflect that it was often used by a juster devotion to 
expiess a sense of the Great Mover of the Universe. An 
impatience in contradicting worldly and pernicious notions 
of a supernatural power, led his own aspirations to be mis- 
construed. As has been justly remarked by a writer eminent 
for his piety — * the greatest want of religious feeling is not 
to be found among the greatest infidels, but among those 
who only think of religion as a matter of course.' The 
more important the proposition, the more he thought him- 
self bound to investigate it ; the greater the demand upon his as- 
sent, the less upon their own principles of reasoning he thought 
himself bound to grant it." Logical training was the last to which 
such a nature as Shelley's, should havje been subjected. Under 
this discipline at Oxford, he viewed all subjects through the me- 
dium of mere reason. Exceedingly fond of argument, in a spirit 
of adventurous boldness he turned the weapons furnished him 
by his teachers, against the venerable form of Christianity, and 
wrote Queen Mab. Be it remembered, however, he never pub- 
lidh.;d it. The MS- was disposed of without his knowledjB[» 
and against his will. Yet at this very time his fellow -student tells 
us that Shelley studied fifteen hours a-day — lived chiefly upon 
bread, in order to save enough from his limited income to assist 
poor scholars — stopped in his long walks to give an orange to a 
gipsey-boy, or purchase milk for a destitute child — talked con- 
stantly of plans for the amelioration of society — ^was roused to the 
warmest indignation by every casual instance of oppression — ^yield- 
ed up his whole soul to the admiration of moral excellence — and 
worshipped truth in every form with a singleness of heart, and an 
ardour of feeling, as rare as it was inspiring. He was, according 
to the same and kindred testimony, wholly unafiected in manner, 
full of genuine modesty, and possessed by an insatiable thirst for 
knowledge. Although a devoted student, his heart was unchilled 
by mental application. He at that time delighted in the Platonic 
doctrine of the pre-existence of the soul, and loved to believe 
that all knowledge now acquired is but reminiscence. Gentle and 
affectionate to all, benevolent to a fault, aad deeply loved by all 
who knew him, it was his misfortune to have an early experience 
of ill, to be thrown rudely upon the world — to be misunderstood 
and sJandjredf aid especially to indulge the wild speculations of 
aa ardent mind without the slightest iDorldl\| prudence. ^\v^«^, 
phrenologically speaking, had no org^n oi c;^vK\io\x«\«a&. ^^ti^m 
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his yirtues and graces availed him not in the world, much as they 
endeared him to those who enjoyed his intimacy. In these re- 
marks I would not be misunderstood. I do not subscribe to Shel- 
ley's opinions. I regret that he thought as he did upon many sub- 
jects for his own sake as well as for that of society. The great 
mass of his poetry is not congenial to my taste. And yet these 
considerations do not blind me to the rare quality of his genius — 
to the native independence of his mind — to the noble aspirations 
after the beautiful and the true, which glowed in his soul. I ho- 
nour Shelley as that rare character — a sincere man. I venerate 
his generous sentiments. I recognize in him qualities which I 
seldom find among the passive recipients of opinion — the tame fol- 
lowers of routine. I know how much easier it is to conform pru- 
dently to social institutions ; but, as far as my experience goes, 
they are full of error, and do great injustice to humanity. I res- 
pect the man who in sincerity of purpose discusses their claims, 
even if I cannot coincide in his views. Nor is this all. T cannot 
lose sight of the fact, that Shelley's nature is but partially reveal- 
ed to us. We have as it were, a few stray gleams of his wayward 
orb. Had it fully risen above the horizon instead of being prema- 
turely quenched in the sea, perchance its beams would hav.e clear- 
ly reflected at last, the holy effulgence of the Star of Bethlehem. 
Let us pity, if we will, the errors of Shelley's judgment ; but let 
not preiudice blind us to his merits. ** His life," says his wife, 
•* was spent in arduous study, and in acts of kindness and affection. 
To see him was to love him." Surely there is a redeeming worth 
in the memory of one whose bosom was ever ready to support the 
weary brow of a brother — whose purposes were high and true — 
whose heart was enamoured of beauty, and devoted to his race ; 

if this fail. 

The piUar«d flrmanent if rotteiin«M, 
And earth's base built on stubble. 
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If the productions of an author afford an insight into 
his character, we cannot but infer that Leigh Hunt is, in 
many respects, a delightful man. The writings, from 
which this inference is drawn, form, probably, hut a small 
proportion of the poet's compositions ; still they are suffi- 
cient to convey a very definite impression, and afford 
ample basis for illustrative remark. We are espe- 
cially justified in such a view from the fact that one, and 
by no means the least attractive of them, is a charming 
bit of autobiography, which give's the reader as fair a 
view of Mr. Hunt's heart, and an epoch or two of his 
life, as is afforded by the memoirs of Carlo Goldoni, 
which some critic has affirmed are more amusing than 
any of his comedies. The ancestral qualities of Leigh 
Hunt are truly enviable. His father descended from a 
line of West-India gentlemen, and his mother was the 
daughter of a Pennsylvania Quaker. Here was a fine 
mixture of tropical ardour and friendly placidity — of cordial 
gentility and prudent reserve — of careless cheerfulness 
and sober method. Both his parents were intellectuaUy 
disposed ; and his mother was partly won by her lover's 
fine readings of the English poets, which the 4son truly 
describes as " a noble kind of courtship.*' The paternal 
inheritance of the young author was like the revenue of 
Horatio — a fund of " good-spmXs *," «itv^ ^^V^'^^'^^W ^^^Y 
have enabled him^ like HamVeCs ii\en^> \o Xsiiia WvskmJ^ 
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frowns and smiles *' with equal thanks.** He was, indeed, 
early inured to the experience of ill ; but happily, certain 
mental antidotes were ever at hand to mitigate the power 
of evil. His first recollections are associated with the 
pecuniary embarrassments of his family, and a prison 
witnessed the sports of his childhood. *' We struggled 
on," he says, * between quiet and disturbance, placid read- 
ings and frightful knocks at the door, sickness and calam- 
ity, and hopes that hardly ever forsook us." 

It is very obvious, from his truly filial portrait, that the 
poet's mother had, if any thing, more than an average 
share in givmg a decided bias to his taste. She was a 
true lover of books and nature ; and encouraged her son's 
poetic and literary tendencies in the sweetest manner. 
She treasured his early rhymes, carried them about her 
person, and exhibited them to their intimate* friends with 
maternal pride. What a pleasing reminiscence must this 
have been to the- poet in after life — how much better than 
a contrary course ! What an influence it must have had in 
con finning his devotion to truth, his love of beauty, his 
superiority to the world's idols ! According to his own 
confessions, written in the prime of life, poetry ; by whicJi 
we mean the loveliness of external nature, the true 
delights of society and afifection, the creations of genius ; 
all in short that redeems existence and refreshes the soul 
— ha« been the chief solace of his days. It has supports 
ed him in captivity, it has soothed the irritation of pain, 
it has made an humble lot independent, it has woven 
delightful ties with the good and the gifted, and bestowed 
wings on which he has soared to commune with immor- 
tals. In how many bosoms has the same ethereal instinct 
been extinguished by disdain ! We cannot but recall 
what has often been quoted as a witticism by certain pr»c- 
tjcal wiseacres — " that every yo\.\l\i *\R ^x^rXft^ \si\«:^^ 
•he poetical disease onee in bis \ife a1^\le^ia.^^^"^'CBWl^^^ 
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and his friends rejoice when it is fairly over." It is such 
inhuman maxiqis, as far removed even from the philoso- 
phy of common-sense as they are from that of truth, that 
hlight the flowers of humanity in the bud. Unfortunate- 
ly they are too common among us. It was not the in- 
trinsic merit so much as the spirit and the promise of her 
son's juvenile efibrts, that the discerning heart of the 
mother applauded. Who can estimate the effect such 
sacred approval exerted ? Perchance it made holy and 
permanent to that young mind what was before only 
regarded as an agreeable pastime. Not for the prospect 
of fame it suggested, was that sanction valuable, but be- 
cause of the dawning sentiment it cherished, the lofty 
aims it prompted, the elevated tastes to which it gave 
strength and nurture. Had Leigh Hunt never written a 
decent couplet afterwards, this course would have been 
equally praiseworthy. Poetical traits of mind are fre- 
quently unallied with felicitous powers of expression. 
Their value to the individual, are not on this account 
essentially diminished. Through them is he to sympa- 
thize with the grand and lovely in literature, with the 
beautiful in creation, and the heroic in life. \ One early 
word of scorn thoughtlessly cast from revered lips, upon 
the unfolding sensibility to the poetical, may turn aside 
into darkness the clearest stream of the soul, may blast 
the germ of the richest flower on the highway of Time. 
Our self-biographer makes sufficiently light of his boy- 
ish offerings to the muses, but never for a moment loses 
his reverence for their trophies, or bis thirst for their in- 
spiration. It is evident that these feelings are the source 
of much of his cheerful philosophy ; and that they have 
kept alive his attachment to imaginative literature, his 
fondness for moral pleasure, his eye for the picturesque 
/n ©Fery day life, and his sou\ ioi g^w\^ ^Q^iSfcVq : The 
iruty poetical heart never grows o\(\. '' \v vs ^"&\»w\^\Ti^r 



remarks our author, in speaking of an aged friend of his 
youth, " how long a cordial pulse will keep playing, if 
allowed reasonably to have its way." The world wears, 
like dropping water, upon the prosaic mind, till it becomes 
petrified and cold. But whosoever has earnestly embra- 
ced the opposite creed, shall never fail to see in his kind 
something to cheer and to interest, as well as to repel and 
disgust Let us hear again the testimony of one whose 
education was poetical : " Great disappointment and ex- 
ceeding viciousness may talk as they please of the bad- 
ness of human nature ; for my part, I am on the verge of 
forty; Ihave seen a good deal of the world, the dark 
side as well as the light, and I say that human nature is 
a* very good -and kindly, thing, and capable of sdl sorts of 
excellence." 

After awaking from his boyhood's dream of authorship, 
Leigh itiint turned his talenti^ to account as a journalist. 
He began by "writing theatrical criticisms — the attraction 
of which was their perfect independence, no small nov- 
elty at the period. The halnt of thinking for himself, 
according to his own account,, was another blessing to 
which he was legitimate heir: It is traceable in his lit- 
erary opinions, which have an air of perfect individuahty, 
and in his theory of versification. Such a characteristic, 
one of the noblest to which our times give scope, soon 
brbught th(B adventurous writer into difficulty. He and 
his brother, tlie joint proprietors of the " Examiner," 
were prbsecuted for a libel on the Prince-Regent. They 
would not, as a matter of principle, allow their friends to 
pay the fine adjudged, and accordingly went to prison. 
Of this event we have a very graphic account it the bio- 
graphical sketch. Here too was the bard followed by his ^ 
better angel ad well as his wife. Though deprived of 
hbefrtjrjastattbe moment the stale oi \vvs\i^«\jOcL^^tA«w^ 
it most valuable, though at first d\stai\>odk Xyj «^^Q^ ^a^ 
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sounds of human misery, and sometimes afBicted with 
illness and depression, yet he managed to fit up his 
room charmingly, to arrange a garden, to read and make 
verses, besid:3S being consoled by the presence of his 
family and the visits of his friends. Indeed when we 
think of the rare spirits whose converse brightened his 
confinement, we can almost envy him a captivity, which 
brought such glorious freedom to his better nature, such 
mountain liberty to mind and heart. 

Some of his epistles contain striking proofs of the 
pleasure with which he reverted to these kind attentions. 
At the close of one to Byron, he expresses his grateful 
recollection of 

" that frank surprise, when Moore and yon 
Came to my cage, like warblers, kind and true, 
And told me, with your arts of cordial lying,. 
How well I looked, although you thought me dying." 

And in another to Charles Lamb, he says : 

** You'll guess why I can't see the snow-covered streets. 
Without thinking of you and your visiting feats. 
When you call to remembrance how you and one more 
When I wanted it most, used to knock at my door ; 
And leaving the world to the fogs and the fighters. 
We discussed the pretensions of all sorts of writers." 

Soon after his liberation, Mr. Hunt visited Italy. De- 
spite of some pleasing references in his narrative of this 
absence, it is but too e\'ident that ill-health and domestic 
cares prevented the poet from thoroughly appreciating, 
the charms of Tuscany. To these causes, and strong 
home partialities, it is just to ascribe^ those somewhat 
unreasonable regrets, for meadows, green lanes and large 
trees, which appear in his journal. Indeed the writer 
hints as much himself. A wretched winter voyage, and 
tlie melancholy loss of a genexovis ^t\ftTi^>xn>akSX\jkaN^ <:atj^~ 
tnbated to throw many gloomy «Laaocwi\!vo^ft& ^tqvwA ^^c^ 
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period of his life. Like many an invalid with active 
endowments, Leigh Hunt has since continued to live, 
and we doubt not, in a good measure, to enjoy life. He 
is the father of a large family, and pursues his literary 
avocations with tasteful devotion. Within a short time 
he has produced a successful play ; and the last result of 
his labours that has come to our knowledge, is a new 
edition of some of the old dramatists. 

At the outset of his career, his amhition was to excel 
as a bard. His principal success, however, seems chiefly 
to lay in a certain vein of essay-writing, in which fancy 
and familiarity are delightfully combined. Still he has 
woven many rhymes that are not. only sweet and cheer- 
ful-, but possess a peculiar grace and merit of their own, 
besides illustrating some capital ideas relative to poetical 
diction and influence. They are, to be sure, deformed 
by some offences against the dignity of the muse, in the 
shape of affectations and far-fetched conceits. It is diffi- 
cult, if not impossible, to become reconciled to such epi- 
thets as " kneadingly," " lumpishly," ** surfy massive- 
ness," " waviness" and others of a like character, 
however applied ; and it quite spoils our conception of a 
nymph, to read of her " side-long hips," and her 

" Smooth, down -arching thigh, 
Tapering with tremulous mass internally.'* 

But such blemishes cannot render the discerning reader 
insensible to his frequent touches of felicitous description 
and gleams of delightful fancy. A kindly tone of fel- 
lowship and a quick relish of delight, give a fascinating * 
interest to much of his verse. He has aimed to make 
poetry more frank and social, to set aside the formal 
mannerism of stately rhyme, and introduce a more 
friendly and easy style. He eschews ih^ \ik\«L-%xtofiR.\^U 
and has frequently succeeded in gmw^ a «^TwN3^\:iftw«4S» 
Honr and airy freedom to bjs %^?i v^'^^^^N xv^^^^"^^^ 
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beauty of thought, or degenerating into carelessness. 
This is an nncommon achievement. There is a species 
of verse between the song and the poem, combining the 
sparkling life of the one with the elaborate imagery of 
the other, uniting an extemporaneous form with a studied 
material. In this department Mr. Hunt is no common 
proficient. He sometimes indeed carries playful simpli- 
city too far. It would require, for instance, a large 
development of philoprogenitiveness to beget a zest fur 
"Little ranting Johnny;" but the Lines to a Musical 
Box, are as pretty as the instrument they celebrate : 

*< It really seems as if a sprite 
Had struck among va swift and light. 
And come from some minuter star 
To treat us with his pearl guitar." 

So the little poem to one of hb young children during 
illness, is a gem of its kind : 

" Sleep breathes at last from out thee. 

My little patient boy ; 
And balmy rest about thee 

Smooths off the day's annoy, 
I sit me down and think 

Of all thy winning ways ; 
Yet almost wish with sudden shrink. 

That I had less to praise." 

The piece being addressed to a boy six years old, 
should of course be simply expressed ; and I have heard 
fathers praise it, which is proof enough of its cleverness. 
Mr. Hunt is an advocate for the poetry of cheerfulness. 
He heartily recognizes the bright spirit of the Grecian 
bards, and the light hearts that gushed in song in the 
" merry days" of Eng^land. He is no friend to over-spe- 
culation or laborious rhyming. He thinks we ore de- 
signed " to enjoy more t\\aT\ lo Vivo^ ^ w\^ ^xolkes his 
muse to ceiebrate the * sunny side t>^ ^vci^r ^x^'Vk<^;:^^»sB. 
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pass a happy hoar, or give those he loves an agreeable 
surprise. He affords us a view of his philosophy, in an 
epistle to Hazlitt, which, cheering as it is, savours of the 
latitude of his Barbadoes ancestors rather than ihat of 
London, and has more of the imaginative Southern gen- 
tleman about it than the American Quaker : 

** One's life, I conceive, might go prettily down 
In a due, easy mixture of country and town ; — 
Not after the fashion of most with two houses. 
Who gossip and gape and just follow their spouses. 
And let their abode be wherever it will. 
Are the same vacant, housekeeping animals still ; 
But with due sense of each, and of all that it yields,— 
In the town, of the town, — in the fields, of the fields. 
To tell you the truth,! could spend very well 
Whole mornings in this way 'twixt here and Pall Mall, 
And make my glove's fingers as black as my hat, • 
In pulling the books up from this stall and that ; — 
Then turning home gently through field and o*er stile, 
Partly reading a purchase, or rhyming the while. 
Take my dinner (to make a long evening) at two, 
With a few droppers-in, like my cousin and you. 
Who can season the talk with the right-flavoured attic. 
Too witty for tattling, too wise for dogmatic ; — 
Then take down an author whom one of us mentions, 
And doat, for awhile, on his jokes or inventions ; 
Then have Mozart touched, on our battle's completion. 
Or one of your fav'rite trim ballads Venetian : — 
Then up for a walk before tea, down a valley. 
And so to come back through a leafy-wallM alley ; 
Then tea made by one (although my wife she be) 
If Jove were to drink it, would soon be his Hebe; 
Then silence a little, — a creeping twilight, — 
Then an e^g for your supper, with lettuces white. 
And a moon and friend's arm to go home with at night ** 

Mr. Hunt's ablest production in verse, is the story of 
Rimini. It is an attempt to convey an affecting narra- 
iive through the medium of mote \d\o\Xi«X\c cwx ^ 
language and freer versification, than \s comxftwtL Xft^'^^-- 
10 
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lish poetry. Thus regarded, it may justly be probtftmeed 
a highly succesdfal poem. Open to critici9in, as it un- 
questionably is considered abstractly, when yiewed with 
reference to the author's theory, and judged by its own 
law, no reader of taste and sensibility can hesitate lo 
approve as well as admire its execution. The poet 
seems to have caught the very spirit of his scene. The 
tale is presented, as we might imagine it to have flowed 
from an improvisatore. Its tone is singularly familiar 
and fanciful. It is precisely such a poem as we love to 
read under the trees on a summer afternoon, or in a gar- 
den by moonlight. AU appearance of effort in the con- 
struction is concealed. Some of the descriptive passages 
are perfect pictures, and the sentiment is portrayed by a 
feeling hand. We can easily imagine the cool contempt 
with which a certain class of critics would regard this 
little work. They would rank it with the music of un- 
fledged warblers, and, from the absence of certain very 
formal and decided traits, conBdently assign it " an im- 
mortality of near a week." But there are some rare feli- 
cities in this unpretending poem which will always be 
appreciated. It will touch and please many a young 
heart yet ; and have its due influence in letting down the 
stilted style of more assuming rhymers. The descrip- 
tion of the procession in the first canto, is very spirited 
and true to life. We can almost see the gaily-adorned 
knights and prancing horses,' and hear 

** Their golden bits keep wrangliDg as they go.** 
We can almost behold the expectant princess, as 

** with an impulse and aflection free 

She lays her hand upon her father's knee. 
Who looks upon her with a laboured smil^ 
Gathering it up into his ovfiv tYie ^^rViUft* 

And we mentally join in the gteexixiga ^l ^^ TanJcofeAa^ 

nrhen Paulo 
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" ' ■ ■ O P a milk-white courser, like the air, 
A glorious figure, springs into the square.** 

The appearance of the hero is painted most vividly to 
the eye, as is the bride's journey to Rimini ; and through 
out, there is a zest and beauty of imagery, that is redo- 
lent of the " sweet south." The consummation of the 
" fatal passion," is admirably and poetically traced. The 
author acknowledges his obligations to Dante for the last 
touch to the picture. The passage will give a fair idea 
of the poet's manner. The heroine is in her favourite 
bower, where — 

" "Ready she sat with one hand to turn o'er 
The leaf, to which her thoughts ran on before. 
The other propping her white brow and throwing 
Its ringlets out, under the skylight glowing. 
So sat she fixed ; and so observed was she 
Of one who at the door stood tenderly, — 
Paulo, — who from a window seeing her 
Go straight across the lawn, and guessing wher«. 
Had thought she was in tears, and found, that day, 
His usual efibrts vain to keep away. 
* May I come in ?' said he : it made her start, — 
That smiling voice ; she coloured, pressed her heart 
A moment, as for breath, and then with free 
And usual tone, said, ' O ye?, — certainly.' 
There's apt to be at conscious times like these. 
An affectation of a bright-eyed ease. 
An air of something quite serene and sure. 
As if to seem so, was to be, secure. 
With this the lovers met, with this they spoKe, . 
With this they sat down to the self-same book 
And Paulo by degrees gently embraced 
With one permitted arm her lovely waist ; 
And both their cheeks, like peaches on a tree. 
Leaned with a touch together, thrillingly ; 
And o'er the book they hung and nothing said, 
And every page grew longer as they lead, 
Aa thus they sat, and felt with leaps ot YveuX. 
Their colour change, they came \ipoik a '<^«sX 
Where fond Ginevra, witii her fLame \oxk^ Xi\JM^^ 
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Smiled upon Launcelot when he kissed her find : 

That toCich at lagt through every fibre slid ; 

And Paulo turned scarce knowing what he did. 

Only he felt he could no more dissemble, 

And kissed her mouth to mouth all in a tremble. 

Sad were those hearts, and sweet was that long kiss : ^ 

Sacred be love from sight whate*er it is. 

The world was all forgot, the struggle o'er, 

Desperate their joy. — That day they read no more." 

Whatever may be deemed the success, as that term is 
popularly used, of Leigh Hunt, in literature, . he may 
claim the happy distinction of interesting his readers io 
himself. Let critics pick as many flaws as they will, the 
pervading" good-nature and poetic feeling of the author of 
Rimini, will ever be recognized. In an age like our 
own, it is no small triumph for a writer to feel, that, both 
in practice and precept, he has advocated a cheerful phi- 
losophy; that he has celebrated the charms of refined 
friendship, the unworn attractiveness of fields and flowers, 
the true amenities of social life, and the delights of ima- 
ginative literature. The spirit of our author's life and 
vmtings, like that of his friend Lamb, is cheering and 
beautiful. He manifests a liberal and candid heart. His 
influence is benign and genial ; and the thought of him, 
even to the strangers to his person on this side of the 
ocean, is kindly and refreshing. 



BYRON, 



Three thousand copies of Byron's poems are sold 
annually in this country. Such a fact affords sufficient 
reason for hazarding some remarks on a theme which 
may well he deemed exhausted. " My dear sir/' said 
Dr. Johnson, " clear your mind of cant" This process 
is essential to a right appreciation of Byron. No indi- 
Tidua], perhaps, ever more completely " wore his heart 
upon his sleeve" and no heart was ever more thoroughly 
pecked at hy the daws. The moral aspect of the poet's 
claims has never heen fairly understood. No small class 
of well-meaning persons avoid his works as if they 
hreathed contagion ; whereas it would he difficult to find a 
poet whose good and evil influence are more distinctly 
marked. The weeds and flowers, the poisonous gums 
and " roses steeped in dew," are not inextricably min- 
gled in the garden of his verse. The same frankness 
and freedom that marked his life, is evident in his pro- 
ductions. It is unjust to call Byron insidious. The sen- 
timents he unveils are not to be misunderstood. They 
appear in bold relief, and he who runs may read. There 
is, therefore, a vast deal of cant in much that is said of 
the moral perversion of the poet. Where he is inspired 
by low views, the darkness of the fountain tinges the 
whole stream; and where he yields to the love of the 
heautiful, it is equally apparent. TLYvex^ ^t^ ^q9»^n!^^ 
wcttid cut off the young from al\ wi<^i\Ti\a»K» ^^^"^"^ 
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works, because they are sometimes degraded by uawortby 
ideas or too truly reflect some of the dark epochs of his 
life. But it is to be feared that the mind that cannot dis- 
criminate between the genuine poetry and the folly and 
▼ice of these writings, will be unsafe amid the moral 
exposure of all life and literature. Indeed, there can 
scarcely be conceived a book at once more melancholy 
and more moral than Moore's Life of Byron. It deline- 
tes the vain and wretched endeavours of a gifted spirit 
to find in pleasure what virtue alone can give. It por- 
trays a man of great sensibility, generous impulses and 
large endowments, attempting to live without settled prin- 
ciple, and be happy without exalted hopes. There is no 
more touching spectacle in human life. Genius is 9lw9jB 
attractive ; but when allied to great errors it gives a les- 
son to the world beyond the preacher's skill. What aw- 
ful hints lurk in the affected badinage of Byron's journal 
and letters ' What an idea do they convey of mental 
struggles ! After reading one of his poems, how signifi- 
cant a moral is his own confession : t' I have written this 
to wring myself from reality." And when he was expos- 
tulated with for the misanthropic colouring of his longest 
and best poems, who can fail to look *^ more in pity than 
in anger," upon the bard when he declares " I feel you 
are right, but I also feel that I am sincere." 

The apparent drift of Byron's versified logic is skepti- 
cism. He continually preaches hopelessness ; but the ac- 
tual effect of his poetry seems to me directly the reverse. 
No bard more emphatically illustrates the absolute need 
we all have of love and truth. His very wailing is more 
significant than the rejoicing of tamer minstrels. No 
one can intelligently commune with his musings and 
escape the conviction that their dark hues spring from 
the vain endeavour to reconcWe errox «i!k^ \)iv^ ^wj\., ^^- 
ron's egrotism^ his identity wit]h \ua e\iwftRXfijt&,V\^ <st^ 
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<^tA, his want of universality, his perverted creed and 
fevered impulses have been elaborately unfolded by a 
host of critics. The indirect, but perhaps not less effec- 
tive lessons he taught, are seldom recognized. The cant ^ 
of criticism has blinded many to the noble fervour of his 
lays devoted to Nature and Freedom. All his utterance is 
not sneering and sarcastic ; and it argues a most unca- 
tholic taste to stamp with a single epithet compositions so 
versatile in spirit. It is curious to trace the caprice which 
runs through the habits and opinions of Byron. It 
should ever be borne in mind in contemplating his cbar • 
acter, that in many respects he became, or tried to become, 
the creature which the world made him. He took a kind 
of wicked pleasure in adapting himself to the strange 
portraits which gossips had drawn. Still, with all due 
allowance for this disposition, the views and acts of the 
poet were marked by the various contradictions which 
entered so largely into his nature and fortunes. Compare, 
for instance, such phrases as " cash is virtue" and " I 
like a row," with some of his deliberate sentiments em- 
bodied in verse. His letters to Murray alone display a 
Constant series of cross directions. Well did he observe 
" I am like quicksilver and say nothing positively." His 
opinions on the subject of his own art cannot be made 
to coincide with each other or with his own practice. 
He long preferred ** Hints from Horace" to the first two 
cantos of " Childe Harold," prided himself more upon 
his translations of Pulci than " The Corsair," and declar- 
ed the " Prophecy of Dante" the best thing he ever wrote. 
He over-estimated Scott and Crabbe, was blind to the 
true merit of Keats, and very unreasonable in his defer- 
ence to GifTord. He charges Campbell with underrating 
the importance of local authenticity in poetry with a 
wiew to protect his Gertrude o? "^^citsaw^s ^\^^»«sx 
tagoembering that his own defence ol l?^^«k ^%» \\3A»5»^. 
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by a motive equally selfish. No man reasoned more 
exclusively from individual consciousness or was oftener 
biased by personal motives, and yet when the Countess 
Guiccioli begged him not to continue Don Juan, he com« 
plained that it was only because the production threw 
ridicule upon sentiment, which it was a woman's interest 
to sustain. 

There is a kind of superstition which seems the legiti- 
mate result of sentiment. The idea of destiny will gen- 
erally be found to exercise a powerful, sway over persons 
of strong feeling and vivid fancy. When the mind is 
highly excited in pursuit of a particular object, or the 
heart deeply interested in an individual, a thousand 
vague notions haunt the thoughts. Omens and presenti- 
ments, every shadow which whispers of coming events, 
every emotion which appears to indicate the future 
is eagerly dwelt upon and magnified. Perhaps such 
developments are the natural ofispring of great seosi- 
bility. They are certainly often found in combination 
with rare powers of intellect and great force of character. 
Few men more freely acknowledged their influence than 
Lord Byron. In his case they may have been, in some 
degree, hereditary. His mother was credulous in the • 
extreme and had the folly to take her son to a fortune* 
teller. He planted a tree to flourish by at Newstead, 
and found it, after a long absence, neglected Euad weedy. 
He stole a bead amulet from an ill-defined faith in its 
efficacy. The day after writing . his fine apostrophe to 
Parnassus, he saw a flight of eagles, and hailed the inci- 
dent as a proof that Apollo was pleased. When leaving 
Venice, after he had put on his cap and taken his cane* 
having previously embarked his effects, an inauspicious 
/uoorj overtook him, and he gave orders that if ail was 
not ready before one o'clock, \o posx^tv^ ^^ \w«\w«^* 
-He re-called a gift because U\>e-\okeTi^^*^AxM^>^xANsa»B- 
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ed back from a visit upon remembering tbat it was Friday. 
He even sent back a coat which a tailor brought him on 
that day, and yet, with true poetic inconsistency, sailed 
for Greece on Friday. He cherished the most melan- 
choly associations in regard to the anniversaries of his birth 
and marriage, and had many strange views of the fate of 
an only child. But the most remarkable among Byron's 
many superstitious ideas, was, his strong presentiment of 
an early death. This feeling weighed upon him so 
heavily that he delayed his departure from Ravenna 
week after week, in the hope of dissipating so sad a feel- 
ing before engaging in his Grecian expedition ; and 
when stress of weather obliged him to return to port, he 
spoke of the " bad beginning" as ominous. In short, he 
acknowledged" that he sometimes believed " all things de- 
pend upon fortune and nothing upon ourselves." How 
far this tendency to fatalism influenced his conduct it 
would be difficult to ascertain. But opinions of this na- 
ture, grafted upon a constitutional liability to depression, 
certainly help to explain many of the anomalies of By- 
ron's character. 

The physical infirmities of the poet have never been 
sufficiently considered. No one can read his account of 
his own sensations without feeling that he was seldom in 
health. They are not the only sufferers who labour under 
specific diseases, the ravages of which are obvious to the 
eye. There is a vast amount of pain and uneasiness, 
even of- a corporeal nature, which is not ranked among 
the legitimate " ills that flesh is heir to." In nervous 
persons particularly, how numerous are the trials for 
which science has discovered no remedy. He used to 
" fatigue himself into spirits ;" and always rose in a mel- 
ancholy humour ; and constantly talks of being " hip- 
pish*'and of his liver being toucbted, atvSL o^ Yft.Vvcv^'Wv 
''old feel: *' He fancied thaW like SwV& Ve ^\tfrai\'^ ^ii^s^ 
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at the top," but unlike the Dean, he profeased no dread of 
insanity, but declared ** a quiet stage of madness prefera- 
ble to reason." The withered trees on the Alps reminded 
him of his family. Often in the presence of the woman 
he loved, he longed for the solitude of his study. His 
restlessness, his frequent and rash variations oi habits ; 
his wild course of diet, on certain anniversaries eating 
ham and drinking ale, though they never agreed with 
him, and then for weeks living upon biscait and soda- 
water ; his inclinations for violent exercises and craving 
for stimulants, indicate what a victim he was to morbid 
sensations. Could we realize the suffering incident to 
such a constitution, preyed upon as it was by an irritable 
mind and desponding temper, how much should we find 
to forgive in the poet's career! We cannot but agree 
with one of his biographers, that his excesses " arose from 
carelessness and pride rather than taste." We must bear 
in mind that he never lost a friend, or cherished his 
resentments; and take in view that singular blindness 
which rendered him skeptical as to all literary influence 
upon character which prompted him to ask, " Who was 
ever altered by a poem ?" His charities were extensive ; 
his philanthropic aims sincere and noble. '' Could I 
have anticipated," he says ** the degree of attention which 
has been accorded me, I would have studied mere to de- 
serve it." 

When we attempt to group together the trials of Byron, 
physical and moral, we find an array which claims, not 
indeed justification, but allowance for his errors. The 
weakness of her character to whose guidance his child- 
hood was committed, her ungovernable temper, his lame- 
ness, the indiflference of his guardian, the homeless years 
he pnssed between Cambridge and London, his isolated 
position upon first enterinfij l\ie H-ovxs^ ol CwwmQ^^^ the 
iU-'&ccoxdt^CQ of hi s pecuni^Y toeaxis hiSjdl^k:^ \»sak.^^^&s^ 
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anjast criticism that his first early efforts elicited, his re- 
turn after two years' travel to encounter bereavements, 
which induced him to write — ** at three and twenty I am 
left alone, without a hope, almost without a desire ; other 
men can take refuge in their families, I have no resource 
but my own reflections ;" and, to crown all, his unforlu* 
nate marriage and the social persecution he endured ; 
his long siege of bailiflfs and domestic spies — make up a 
catalogue of troubles which might have driven a meeker 
being into despairing error. But he was acquainted 
through the whole of his brief life with a grief which, 
however the cynic and the sage may sneer, was to him a 
real and wasting sorrow. His auctions craved an object 
which was never granted them. His frequent allusion to 
his boyish love, his regrets over that dream when " both 
were young and one was beautiful," his capricious am- 
ours on the continent, mingled with the ardent longings 
with which his poetry overflows, prove him to have been 
a devotee of that ** faith whose martyrs are a broken 
heart." This unsatisfied love was a fountain of tender 
desire in his bosom, which fertilized and softened his effu- 
sions, and to which is ascribable their most pathetic 
touches. It is in seeking an " ocean for the river of his 
thoughts" that he bears so many hearts along in the rash 
bewildering emotion. 

The poetry of Byron is the result of passion and re- 
flection. He is not so much a creator as a painter, and 
his pictures are drawn from feeling and thought rather 
than nicety of observation. " I can't furbish," says one 
of his letters. ** I am like the tiger, if I miss the first 
spring, I go grumbling back to my jungle," He 
gives us, as. it were, the sensation of a place or a 
paasion. Take, for instance, such epithets as " the blue 
rushing of the arrowy Rhone," and " battle's ma^ifi- 
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cently-stern array " — ^how vividly do they make us sen- 
sible of the scenes described ! He says " high mountains 
are a feeling;" everything in the universe and in life 
which appealed to his sympathies was to him a feeling. 
It was scarcely allegorical for him to call himself " a por- 
tion of the tempest," or to exclaim, 

^ I live not in myself, but I become a portion of that around 
me!" 

It seems, therefore, very irrational for the admirers of 
a more calm and descriptive class of poets to moralise 
over Byron's feverish style, as if poetry was not subject 
to the laws of mental development. He might, indeed, 
have refrained from writing or publishing, but the condi- 
tion upon which alone his mind could gush forth in poe- 
try, was that its fruits should bear the qualities of the 
mail. He was remarkably susceptible to immediate im- 
pressions, of a melancholic disposition and earnest feel- 
ings; and these traits of character necessarily coloured 
his poetry ; indeed it owes to them its distinguishing 
beauties. Through them he was placed in that intimate 
relation with what he saw that enabled him to give us . 
the fervid and stirring impressions of Childe Harold ; to 
address with the eloquence of profound sympathy» Parnas- 
sus and Waterloo, Greece and Lake Leman, Rome and 
the Ocean, the Apollo and Solitude, the Stars and the 
Dying Gladiator. " I could not," he says, " write upon 
anything without some personal experience for a founda- 
tion." 

The career of this impetuous, but in more than one 

sense, noble being, is traced in his works most clearly. 

The very poems whose influence is deemed so baneful, 

have a moral eloquence few homilies can' boast. What 

lesson has human life so impressive as the wanderings of 

genius reHected in its creations 1 Turtv from \.Vie elevated 

beauty of Byron's effusions written \a ^Nv\Vtet\a.T\^>^m\^ 

^ai exalting air and sc^^^^- -^ " ^' 'iWc^>^ Vi^ xssfc^xa 



B T B O If . 173 

say, " dosed him with Wordsworth," to the flippant and 
low rhymes, strung together in the intervals of dissipa- 
tion at Venice j read the outpourings of his soul in the 
pensive hour of solitary reminiscence, and the bitter lines 
provoked by resentful emotion ; contemplate a glowing 
description caught from deep communion with some scene 
of historical interest or natural grandeur, and the weak 
impromptu wrung from a day of ennui and self disgust ; 
and can anything impart so powerful an impression of the 
transcendant worth of truth ? " O the pity of it, the pity 
of it !" we exclaim with the Moor ; and just in proportion 
as we admire the strength of the wing that bears us 
through the realms of song, do we feel the misery of 
every unworthy flight. In the same degree that we 
sympathise with genius do we contemn the darkness 
which shrouds from view " the unreached paradise of its 
despair." If to some weak minds the errors of high 
natures are made venial by its gifts, to many of healthier 
tone they become thrice detestable, because of the bright- 
ness they mar. The antidote more frequently accompa- 
nies the bane than narrow moralists are willing to admit. 
It will not do to prescribe the style of poetic development. 
Its moral characteristics are indeed legitimate subjects of 
criticism, rebuke or praise ; but whether a bard's eflusions 
are passionate or calm, descriptive or metaphysical, fes- 
tive or sad, ^depends upon the spirit whence they spring. 
It is the nature of a willow to droop, and an oak to fling 
out its green branches sturdily to the gale. Byron, with 
his earnest temper, his undisciplined mind, his im- 
passioned heart, could not have written with the philoso- 
phic quietude of Wordsworth. It is absurd to lament 
that his verse is impassioned ; such was its legitimate 
form. And is there not an epoch of passion in every 
haman life ? Is it not desiraUe l\iaX \)^^ ^^Vrj ^l >5c>aX 
m should be written ? Cannol these meti qH «h^w \>^^ 
^ni sprene temper perm*^ beings oi a laoi^ «tx^>^SN»»v^^ 



l74 THOUGHTS OH THE POETS. 

mood to have their poetic mirror also ? Byron represents 
an actual phase of the soul's life ; not its whole nor its 
highest experience, hut still a real and most interesting 
portion of its development. He is not the unnatural 
painter which many critics would fain make him. In 
many a youthful heart do his truest appeals find an im- 
mediate response. Even the misanthropy with which 
his writings are imhued is not all morhid and undesira- 
ble. How much is there of lofty promise in the very dis- 
content he utters ! How does it whisper of desires too 
vast for time, of aspirations which pleasure and fame 
cannot satisfy. How oflen does it reveal an infinite ne- 

. cessity for love, an eternal tendency to progress ! Mis- 
anthrophy has its poetry as well as pleasure ; and the 
eloquent complaints of Byron have brought home to 
countless hearts a deeper conviction of the absolute need 
of truth and self-respect than any logical argument If 
a few shallow imitators are silly enough to turn down 
their collars and drink gin, there is another class who 
mentally exclaim as they read Byron — " What infinite 
longings are these! what sensibility to beauty! wha*l 
capacities of sufifering! how fatal is error to such a 
being ! let me, of kindred clay, look earnestly for a lofty 
faith, a safe channel for passion, a serene haven for 
thought !" The poet's torch is not always a meteor, 
alluring only to betray, but a beacon-light warning the 
lover of genius from the rocks and quick-sands which 
made him desolate. Besides, enough confidence is not 
felt in the native sense and just sentiments of readers. 
Can we not yield our hearts to the thrilling address to 
Lake Leman without being pledged thereby to adopt the 
creed of Don Juan ? Can we not accept Byron's tribute 
to the Venus and Dying Gladiator without approving his 

bacchanal orgies at Newstead"^ ^«^' ^'^ ^^ ^^^«^ ^^ 

wAf freedom of the CoTsaii, W\\\voviX ewA^^u% ^^ ^^- 

^ple of the hero " of one Vitlue an^ aNS[ioMa^^^T^.s«C>\ 
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PoBTBT seems as capricious in her alliances as opinion. 
She is as frequently wedded to gladness as to gloom. 
* When we recall the fortunes and character of her vota- 
ries, it seems impossible that an element so peculiar 
should co-exist with such opposite tendencies of mind 
and traits of feeling. Like the mysterious combinations 
of light, which yields a verdant gloom to the cypress, and 
a rosy hue fb the cloud, with one lucent effluence pro- 
ducing innumerable tints, the spirit of poetry assimilates 
with every variety of human sentiment, from the deepest 
shadows of misanthropy to the freshest bloom of delight. 
She elevated the stem will of Dante into grandeur, and 
softened the passion of Laura's lover into grace. In 
some buoyant child of the south, she appears like a play- 
ful nymph, crowned with roses; and breathes over a 
northern harp like an autumn wind sighing through a 
forest of pines. She brooded with melancholy wildness 
over the soul of Byron, and scattered only flowers in the 
path of Metastasio. Alternately she wears the compla- 
cent smile of an Epicurean and the cold frown of a stoic. 
Now she seems a blessing, and now a bane ; inspires one 
with heroism, and enervates another with delight ; some- 
times reminds us of the ocean, waywardly heaving a hap- 
less barque, and again wears the semblance of a peaceful 
Mtnam, in whose clear waters the oiba o^ \\eai.\^tk «>^^vr. 1<\ 
Mlamber. Thus poetry follows the UB.vietsal\\K« ^^ '^'s^- 
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trast, ^nd is true to the phases of life. She not only 
reflects the different orders of character, but the change- 
ful moods of each individual ; appeals to every class of 
sympathies, and adapts herself to every peculiarity of ex- 
perience. She has an echo for our glee, and an accom- 
paniment for our sadness ; she can exalt the reverie of 
the philosopher, and glorify the lover's dreams ; kneel 
with the devout, and swell the mirth of the banquet ; at- 
tune the solemn harmony of a Milton, and the melodious 
sweetness of a Moore. 

With the prevailing thoughtfulness that belongs to 
British poetry, it is striking to contrast the brilliancy of 
Moore. He seems to bring the vivacious and kindly ge> 
nius of his country, with an honest and cheerful pride, 
into the more stately ranks of the English minstrels. His 
sparkling conceits and sentimental luxury have a south- 
ern flavour. They breathe of pleasure. Even when 
pathetic their influence is the same, for grief is robbed of 
its poignancy and soothed into peace. The severity of 
thought, the strain of high excitement, the tumult of pas- 
sion, are alike avoided. We are not carried to the misty 
heights of contemplation, nor along the formal paths of 
detail ; but are left to saunter through balmy meadows 
or repose in delicious groves. If sometimes a painful 
idea is evolved, a musical rhyme or bright image at once 
harmonizes the picture. We are seldom permitted to 
realise the poeni, so constantly is maintained the idea of 
the song. An impression such as the voluntary numbers 
of the troubadbur convey, like the overflowing of a light- 
some yet imaginative spirit, continually pervades us. No 
wrestling with the great mysteries of being, no studied 
attempts to reach the height of some " great argument,'* 
characterize the song of Moore, but a melodious dalliance 
with memory and hope, a gay ox petvsvve ^\^\. ^^«ss^ ^^ 
toilsome and the actual into t\ie ixee ^oTQ»AXi fsl xwoaxsKft. 
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'With all these attractions, the poetry of Moore is in 
no small degree artificial. The highest, as well as the 
most touching song, is undoubtedly that which springs 
warmly from the poet's life and emotions. This is, with- 
out doubt, tlie case with many of the effusions of the 
bard of Erin ; on the other hand, we frequently meet in 
his pages with gems brought from afar, beauties that ob- 
viously have been garnered, rather tlian naturally sug- 
gested. Lalla Rookh, for instance, is the result of the 
author's gleanings amid the traditions and natural history 

. of the East. His treasures are used, indeed, with con- 
summate skill, and no process but the meditative work- 
ings of a glowing mind could have blended them into 
pictures of such radiant beauty. Still, it is well to feel 
the distinction which obtains between the poetry of the 
artist and tlje poetry of the man. It argues no ordinary 
facility and creativeness, for a minstrel to deliberately 
plan a work, as an architect does a temple ; and then, 
having collected the materials of the fabric, proceed to 
raar a harmonious and delightful structure. But there 
is a process in the art more divine than this. It is that 
of the bard who obeys, like a prophet, the call of inspira- 
tion, utters chiefly what his own heart pleads to express, 
and throws into his poem the sincere teachings of his in- 
most life. In such poetry there is a spell of no transient 
power. It comes home to our highest experience. It is 
eminently suggestive. Like the echo of the mountains, 
it is full of lofty intimations. To this species of poetry 
Moore has but slightly contributed. His general tone is 
comparatively superficial. Fancy is his great character- 
istic. This is the quality which gives such a sparkling 
grace to his verse. Like the corruscations of frost-work and 
the phosphorescence of the sea, his fanciful charms play 
aroaad and fascinate us ; they give a le^X Xo ^^ '^fWKw*^ 

.hour, and kindle bright illusions inlYie mo-wAews^^ ^* 
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cuit of existence ; but- they seldom beam with the serene 
and enduring light of the stars. Moore is too much the 
creature of social and fashionable life to attain the high- 
est range of Ptfmassus. He is necessarily, to some de- 
gree, conTentional. His associations rarely transcend 
the present and prevailing in thought. In the Yale of 
Cashmere he does not forget the *' mirror,** and amid the 

* light of other days," his memory is busy with .the 

• banquet halL** Moore especially deserves the title 
of accomplished. He is no rough ploughman, with 
nothing but the hills and firmament, a rustic charmer or a 
crushed daisy, to awaken his muse ; he is no discontented 
peer, seeking in foreign adrenture freedom from social 
shackles ; but a cordial gentleman, ever ready with his 
pleasant repartee and his graceful song. He appears to 
equal advantage at the literary dinner and ii.the fashion- 
able drawing-room ; as a guide through the delicious 
labyrinths, of oriental romance, and a companion at the 
festive board ; as a poet, a friend, and a man of the world. 
He is one of those men who seem born to ornament as 
well as to delight ; to give a new grace to pleasure and 
an imaginative glow to social life. There is room for 
constant discrimination in estimating Moore. He has 
written a mass of verses which are of temporary interest, 
and of so little merit that we cannot choose but wonder 
that he should annex them to his more finished produc- 
tions. ** Lalla Rookh" and the " Loves of the Angels" 
are the best of his long compositions, and of these the 
beautiful episode of " Paradise and the Peri" bears the 
most brilliant traces of his genius. His fame, however, 
will doubtless rest eventually on the " Melodies." It is 
to be regretted that so many evidences of hasty and casu- 

al impressiona, at once immaluxe «Ltvd Ycxyidicioua^ should 

appear among the gems of swcYi a mVa^x^V >X\^ tissjCx^^^ 

of this country, for instance, iouxid^ wk x^ Tft«fC \stf^' 
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gre obaervation, are scarcely worthy of a liberal mind ; 
and had the poet conscientiously examined the causes of 
the rerolutionary failure of the Neapolitans, he woald 
not have had the heart to write of « people so much 
'* more sinned against than sinning," so cruel an anathe- 
ma as, ** Ay, down to the dust with them, slaves as they 
are.*' The metaphors of this poet admirably illustrate 
his power of fancy, indicated in the felicitous comparison 
of natural facts to moral qualities. In one of his dinner 
speeches, complimenting his hearers on their superiority 
to party malevolence, he says their " noble natures, in the 
worst of times, would come out of the conflict of public 
"opinion, like pebiiles out of the ocean, more smooth and 
more polished by the very agitation in which they had been 
revolving." And on the same occasion, speaking of By- 
ron's disposition " to wander only among the ruins of the 
heart," he says that " like the chestnut tree that grows 
best in volcanic soils, he luxuriates most where the confla- 
gration of passion has left its mark." Joyful moments 
in the midst of misery he compares to 

— " those verdant spots that bloom 

Around the crater's burning lips, 
Sweetening the very edge of doom." 

Among numerous similar examples are the following : 

" In every glance there broke, without control. 
The flashes of a bright but troubled soul, 
Where sensibility still wildly played, 
£4ke lightning round the ruins it had made/* 

" Oh, colder than the wind that freezes 

"Founts, that but now in sunshine played, 
la that congealing pang which seizes 
The trusting bosom when betrayed." 

^^ to «e« 

Tbo§e virtuotm eyes forever twrntt^ otim^ 
And in thfiir li^t rtt-chtntttiiftd mi^eiiXV^, 
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Like the atained web that whitens in the 
Grow pure by being purely shone upon." 

Music is a great element of Moore's poetry. How few 
have succeeded so well in softening the Teutonic jar of 
our language, and giving a flow to the verse and a ca- 
dence to the rhythm, like the liquid tongues of the south ! 
And what an ineffiihle charm has the melody given to his 
song ! He compares his verses to '• flies preserved in 
amber." So beguiling is the greater portion of the mu- 
sic that we can scarcely give a calm examination to the 
poems with which it is indissolubly associated. In this re- 
spect Moore enjoys a signal advantage. There is an anec- 
dote of an ancient dame who refused to sanction the publi- 
cation of her deceased partner's sermons, " because they 
couldn't print the tone with tbem." In poetry, how much 
depends upon the reader's toTie, both of voice and of mind ! 
How many noble pieces of verse slumber in obscurity for 
want of an oral interpreter ! Elocutionary skill has re- 
vealed beauties in poetry of which even the author never 
Jreamed. The sweetest of Moore's effusions are allied 
10 delightful music. Sense and soul are simultaneously 
addressed, and perhaps no modern bard has been more 
widely felt as well as acknowledged to be a poet. In 
the gay saloon, on the lonely sea, from the lips of the 
lady and the peasant, the student and the sailor, the lover 
and the hero, how often have breathed such airs as ** The 
Meeting of the Waters," " Lpve's Young Dream," ** Com? 
rest in this bosom," " Oft in the Stilly Night," " Come, 
ye Disconsolate," " Sound the Loud Timbrel," " Mary's 
Tears," and others as familiar in bower and hall. Thou- 
sands have responded to the sentiment of Byron : 

" Were't the last drop in the well, 

As I gasped upon \\ve W\u>t, 
Ere my fainting spirit ieW, 

'T is to th€€ th^ 1 !<i*f Qra[i4 dnxit. 
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** In that WBter, as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 
Should be — ^Peace to thine and mmei 

And a health to ihee. Tarn Moore f 

There is cerl^iinly something real and grateAil in such 
fame, and it is not surprising that Moore declares he has 
no idea of poetry, disconnected with musip. 

The national associations connected with the poetry of 
Moore greatly enhance its attractions. As the bard of a 
depressed but noble people, whose sufferings are only 
equalled by their heartiness and hardihoood, he claims 
universal sympathy. -We cannot but remember that his 
strains breathe of a land so lovely and so impoverished 
that it has been aptly called Paradise Lost. In those 
touching melodies which seem to embalm the fresh soul 
of Erin in the days of her strength, what fervent appeals 
are there to every loyal and benevolent heart ! Indeed 
the very fact of gathering from the cotter's fireside, from 
moor and valley and sequestered glen, the wild and melt- 
ing notes of old Irish song, and wedding them to the lan- 
guage of modem refinement, strikes us as one of the most 
romantic enterprises of modem poetry. If an Italian 
painting, a Moorish fountain and an Egyptian pyramid 
affect us« as the surviving and beautiful memorials of a 
nation's better day, how much more should we recognize 
the eloquent and simple music of a distant era, in which 
the glow of love, patriotism and grief is yet warm and 
thrilling ! Not less in his personal traits than his muse 
does Moore illustrate his country ; his patriotism, convi- 
yial talents and kindly feelings are equally characteristic. 
As the popular bard of Ireland, his position is singularly 
desirable. He is not lost in a crowd of versifiers and 
associated with a local school, but strikes the imagination 
as the poetical representative of a gre^A. «jc\^ \ixv\w\\«v'^^ 
na'ion. With the groans that echo liotsvYiftt %S^^:X»^ 
11 
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shores his notes of fancy and feeling mingle, to remind 
us of the high and warm, traits of the Irish heart, and of 
the flowers of genius still blooming amid the gloom of 
her distress. Well may he sing — * 

** Dear harp o^ my country ! in darkness T found thee I 
The cold chaia of s leice had huig o'er thee long. 

When proudly, my own Island harp ! I unbound thee. 
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom and song !" 



ROGERS. 



SircH a quiet attribute as taste is not very efficient at a 
period like the present. And yet it is one of those qual- 
ities which go far toward perpetuating a poem as well as 
a statue or painting. We are now so accustomed to look 
for the rare and striking in literature, that the very prin- 
ciple which harmonizes and stamps with enduring beauty 
the effusions of mind, is scarcely appreciated. It is 
chiefly to the past that we must look for poetic taste. 
Recent bards have but seldom done justice to the form 
and manner of their writings. There is something, 
however, in a refined style and tasteful execution not un- 
worthy the highest genius. It is due at least to that 
magic vehicle of ideas which .we call language, that it 
should be wrought and polished into a shape fitted to en- 
shrine the glowing image and the lofty thought. Many 
a work, the sentiment of which is without significance in 
this busy age, continues to delight from its artistical ex- 
cellence, and much of the literature of the day, that 
bears the impress of genius, is destined to speedy oblivion, 
from its unfinished and ill-constructed diction. There is 
no little scope for sweet fancy and delicate feeling in the 
use of language. Not in his ideas and figures alone 
is the poet manifest. Indeed, it is as rare to find a good 
artist in the sphere of words and sentences as in that of 
marble and colours. Some ingemows p\v\o^c$^«t^\ia?i^ 
pointed out analogies between styles ot wxSxvcv^ ^aA Otax- 
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acter, which suggest a much more delicate relation 
hetvveen the mind and its verbal expression than we gen- 
erally suppose. Taste is no minor element of poetry ; 
and the want of it has often checked the musical flow of 
gifted spirits, and rendered their development wholly 
unattractive. The epithet healthy has been applied with 
great meaning to a book. Of the same efficacy is taste 
in poetic efforts. It renders them palatable and engaging, 
it wins our regard immediately, and gives double zest to 
the more imposing charms of the work. It is like a fine 
accompaniment in music ; the sentiment of the song is 
heightened, and we cannot thenceforth even read it with- 
Mrt a peculiar association of pleasure, Rogers is distin^- 
guished by no quality more obviously than that of taste. 
Mis general characteristics are not very impressive dt 
startling. There are few high reflective beauties, such as 
wm reverence for the bard of Rydal Mount, and scarcely 
an inkling of the impassioned force of Childe Harold. 
We are not warmed in his pages, by the lyric fire of 
Campbell, or softened by the tender rhapsodies of Bums ; 
and yet the poetry of Rogers is very plejtsing. It gains 
upon the heart by gentle encroachments. It commends 
itself by perfect freedom from rugged, strained and un- 
skilful versification. It is, .for the most part, so flowing 
and graceful that it charms us unaware. Without bril- 
liant flashes or luxuriant imagery, it is still clear, free 
and harmonious. It succeeds by virtue of simplicity, by 
unpretending beauty ; in a word, by the genuine taste 
which guides the poet, both in his eye for the beautiful, 
and the expression of his feelings. Great ideas are not 
often encountered in his poems, but purity of utterance 
and a true refinement of sentiment everywhere abound. 
There is perhaps no Englishman who, by such univep- 
sal consent, is more worthy ll:\e ^ip^vAWvotv ^\ ^ \tvaxv 5i\ 
^^se. This tone of mind is liie xxvote T^taaffia^^^Kxsaar- 
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much as it has no connection with professional life. The 
ostensible pursuit of Mr. Rogers has no reference to his 
intellectual bias, except in having furnished him the 
means of mental gratification. Like his transatlantic 
prototype in the brotherhood of song, a good portion of 
his life is, or has been, 

— *' to life's coarse service sold, 
Where thought lies barren, and nought breeds but gold ** 

His taste is the spontaneous and native qutility of a re- 
fined mind. It has made him a discriminating collector 
of literary treasures and trophies of art, the liberal patron 
of struggling genius, the correspondent of the gifted and 
the renowned, and the centre of a circle where wit and 
wisdom lend wings to time. It is in contemplating such 
a life as this that the most philosophic^ and unworldly 
may be forgiven for breathing a sigh for that wealth, 
which a cultivated man can thus render the source of 
such noble enjoyment. And yet the very feeling that 
such an example awakens is an evidence of its rarity. 
How seldom in a mercantile community do we find for- 
tune associated with taste, a competence with a mind 
able to enjoy and improve leisure, the means of dis- 
pensing worthy delight, with a benevolent and judicious 
character ! An exception to the prevailing rule is pre- 
sented by our poet ; and even those who have not parti- 
cipated in his elegant hospitality and graceful compan- 
ionship, may realize that pervading taste whence is de- 
rived their peculiar charm, by communing with the mind 
of the classic banker, in the sweet effusions of his muse. 
The excellent taste of Rogers is exhibited in his sim- 
plicity. He does not seek for that false effect which is 
produced by laboured epithets and unusual terms. He is 
content to use good Saxon phraseology, axvd teth\& «v^«av- 
jng appear through, the transpatenl tcve^wvca ^l ^wax«vwv 
bat appropriate fvords. He recogn'iTfta xSci^ \.\\k^^«X^>^^- 
71* 



186 THOUOHTS'ON THE POETS. 

tinct and clear enunciation of thought is the most beauti- 
ful, and that a writer's superiority is best evinced by the 
nice adaptation of language to sentiment. Obvious as 
such a principle is, there is none more, commonly viola- 
ted by the more showy minstrels of this generation, who 
seem to place great reliance on a kind of verbal mysti- 
cism, a vagueness of speech which, upon examination, 
proves but the dazzling attire of commonplace ideas. In- 
stances of this simplicity are of frequent occurrence in 
the poems of Rogers. Their value is illustrated by the 
quiet emphasis of single lines, which, like a masterly 
stroke of the pencil, appear so felicitous that no revision 
can improve them. A few random examples will 
suffice — 

When nature pleased, for life itself was new. 
And the heart promised what the fancy drew. 

How oft, when purple evening tinged the west. 
We watched the emmet to her grainy neat. 
Welcomed the wild bee home on weary wing. 
Laden with sweets, the choicest of the spring ! ' 
How oft inscribed, with Friendship's votive Thymes 
The bark now silvered by the touch of Time ; 
Soared in the swing, half pleased and half afraid. 
Through sister elms that waved their summer shade ; 
Or strewed with crumbs yon root-inwoven seat, 
To lure the redbreast from her lone retreat ! 

When pensive Twilight, in her dusky car. 
Comes slowly on to meet the evening star 

Far from the joyless glare, the maddening strife, 
Jind all the dull impertinence of Itfe, 

Mute is the bell that rung at peep of dawn. 
Quickening my truant feet across the lawn. 

But not fill Time has calmed the ruffled "breast, 
And tbo9& fond dreams of happixieaa coxAesV, 
JVb/ tiil the rushing winds forget to rat>e 
J5i Mewfen^s sweet smUU r</iected on the loave. 
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Wiih all due admiration for the ledier flights of ftho 
Muse, we cannot revert to the purer school of poetic die*^ 
lion which Rogers represents, without a feeling of Fe«- 
freshnient. The simple, the correct, the clear and nef» 
vous style of ver^jificntion has an intrinsic charm. The 
genuine taste in which it originates and to which it min- 
isters, is an instinct of renncd natures, it is the same 
principle lUat niakies a Grecian teniple more truly admir- 
able in its chaste proportions and uniform tint, than all 
the brilliant hues and combinations of a Catholic church ; 
and renders a classic statue more pleasing and impres- 
sive than the most ingenious mechanism. And it is 
from the same cause that the paintings of the Roman and 
Tuscan schools leave more vivid traces on the memory 
than the gorgeous triumphs of Venetian art. By virtue 
of their confidence in the feeling or thought to he pre* 
scnted, men of real taste are ever true to simplicity. 
They rely on the plain statement and. the reader's imagi*< 
nation, and produce by a single comparison or remark ai| 
impression which more elaborate terms \yould ^eatly 
weaken. For instance, when R(^ers describes the sce- 
nery of the Alps, speaking of one of those pools that 
have so dark an appearance amid. the surroandiag white- 
ness, he says-^^ 

. . . , ia that dreary dal^i 
If dale it might be called, so near to Heaven, 
A little lake, where never fith leaped up^ 
Lay like a 9pQt of ink amid the snow ^ 

How completely is a sense of the dreariness and ebon 
hue of these mountain ponds conveyed, and by what 
natural illustrations. The diminutive size of St. Helena 
is thus indicated — 

4 .... a rock so small. 
Amid the countless multilnde ot Vfvrt^, 
THae 8hip9 ku9e gone and wughi it, «nd vetnanac^ 
^y*n^ tl $ffas not. 
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The wild solitude of the convent of St Bernard has been 
often described, as well as its awful place of sepulture. 
Do not these few lines give us a remarkably vivid idea of 
those who ** perished miserably ?" 

.... Side by side. 
Within they lie, a mournful company, 
All in their shrouds, no earth to cover them. 
In the broad day, nor soon to suffer change. 
Through the barred windows, barred against the wolf 9 
Are always open ! 

Speaking of the festive preparations on St. Mary's Eve, 
how expressive is this single circumstance — 

.... all arrived ; 
And in hi$ straw the prisoner turned and listened^ 
80 great the stir in Venice. 

Whoever has visited that extraordinary city will feel that 
it is pictured by Rogers, not in the most glowing, yet in 
a style of gpraphic truth, which accords perfectly with the 
real scene — 

There is a glorious City of the Sea, 
The sea is in the broad, the narrow streets. 
Ebbing and flowing : and the salt sea-weed 
Clings to the marble of her palaces. 
No track of men, no footsteps to and fro. 
Lead to her gates. The path lies o'er the sea. 
Invisible ; and from the land we went 
As to a floating city— steering in, 
And gliding up her streets as in a dream, 
So smoothly, silehtly — ^by many a dome 
Moeque-like, and many a stately portico. 
The statues ranged along an azure sky ; 
By many a pile of more than Eastern splendour, 
Of old the residence of merchant kings ; 
The fronts of some, though Time had shattered them. 
Still glowing with the richest hues of art, 
Ab though the wealth witViin tYiem Yia^i twv «/«, 

la an argument we have need oi sMoti^ e^vOaaVa, «sA 
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to rouse men on an abstract theme, fervid a[)peal8 are un- 
avoidable, but in view of the marvels of art or the sub- 
limities of nature, what call is there for exaggeration^ 
To the true soul is not the fact sufficient ? Can exple- 
tives and strained metaphors add to the native interest of 
such objects ? Are they not themselves poetry ? Is not 
the poet's office in relation to them, to give us as true a 
picture as may be, that we loo may thrill with wonder or 
revel in beauty? Even in portraying deep emotion our 
great dramatist was satisfied to place in Macduff's 
mouth — ^** He has no children !" And it is equally true 
to human nature, for Rogers to speak of Ginevra's be- 
reaved father as — 

An old man wandering in quest of something. 
Something he could not find — he knew not what. 

Another evidence of the good judgment of Rogers may 
be found in the fact that he has published so little. It is 
the fashion to chide the authors of a few successful 
poems for their idleness. Some deem it a very pretty 
compliment to say of a poet that his only fault is that he 
has not ^vritten more. But such praise is equivocal, to 
say the least. It betrays a singular ignorance of the very 
nature of poetry, which may be defined as an art above 
the will. Doubtless if fine poems were as easily pro- 
duced as fine rail-roads, it would be incumbent on the 
makers thereof to be very industrious in their vocation. 
But as the activity of the fancy and the flow of thought 
are but occasionally felicitous, some degree of reverence v 
should be accorded the poet who having once struck the 
lyre to a masterly strain, thenceforth meekly refrains from 
any rash meddling with its chords, without that authority 
which his own heart can alone vouchsafe. Occasional 
witticisms have been indulged \n re^exexvcti V^ >Jwi.^^^\Nfe^^ 
and care with which the iMurd ot Memory '^ow^^^^'^" 
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968. To a delicate and considerate mind such a course 
approves itself far more than the opposite. How many 
desirable reputations have been sacrificed to the morbid 
vanity of unceasing' authorship ! The creative power of 
every intellect is limited, its peculiar vein is soon exhausted, 
and its most ethereal powers may not be too frequently in- 
voked without vapid results. We. have heard of an old 
lady who had a celebrated bishop to dine with her every 
Sunday, and invariably on these occasions, his worship 
inquired how her ladyship would have the punch made ; 
to which polite query, the good woman always gave the 
same judicious reply — " Make a little^ bishop, but make 
it goad,*^ Such a rule would often serve as well for poe- 
try as for punch. 

Rogers, in point of execution, belongs to the same cat- 
egory as Goldsmith. He has the requisite insight to 
copy from nature what is really adapted to poetical ob- 
jects, to harmonise and enliven his penciiings with genial 
sentiment, and finally to present them in a form that 
charms the ear and imagination. The spirit of his poe- 
try is not of the highest order. His talent is artistical 
rather than inventive. He is a clear delineator rather 
than a creative genius. A remarkable contrast is pre- 
sented by his " Italy" and the fourth canto of Childe 
Harold. The former gives us a just and sweet picture 
of the graces and griefs of that beautiful land, as they 
were reflected in the mind of an amiable man of taste ; 
the latter displays the same country, seen through the 
medium of an impassioned and self-occupied soul. 
Rogers looked upon the vale and river, the palace and 
the statue, the past and present associations of Italy, from 
the calm watch-tower of a serene consciousness ; Byron 
surveyed those scenes as a restless seeker for peace, with 
a mind too excited and unsalisfiied noV \x> Tavw^^^\>Jci.^xA. 
colour every fact and object w\l\v w\\\c\v *\v c»xskfe\w ^xv- 
taci. There is a wild and uielaucVio\^\«««Ai Vxi^Asa^^^ 
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musings that appeals to our deepest sympathy ; a repose 
and pleasurable calm in those of Rogers, that soothes and 
diverts us. Something of tragic impression and strong 
personal interest carries us along with Byron in his pil- 
grimage, while a quiet attachment and agreeable fellowship 
win us to follow the steps of Rogers. 

The blank verse of " Italy" is of a somewhat uncom- 
mon description. In English poetry, this species of me- 
tre has generally been written in a sustained and dignified 
manner; and some passages of Shakspere and Milton* 
prove that there is no style so fitted for sublime eflfect. 
Rogers essayed to give a more easy and familiar con- 
struction to blank verse, and the attempt was remarkably 
successful. Occasionally the lines are prosaic, and scarce- 
ly elevated to the tone of legitimate verse ; but often 
there is a natural and sweet cadence which is worthy of 
the most harmonious bard. The example, too, has obvi- 
ously tended to chasten and render more simple the man- 
agement of this kind of verse. In this respect, Rogers 
has illustrated blank verse as Hunt has the heroic meas- 
ure. They have exemplified a less stilted and artificial 
use of poetic language. The poem of the former has, 
indeed, an epistolary character. It is precisely such a 
series of genial sketches as an artist might send his 
friends from a foreign country — flight, graceful and true 
to nature, but pretending to no great or elaborate concep- 
tions.- In this, as in his other efibrts, Rogers is often some* 
what tame, and frequently lacks fire and point ; but the 
mass of what he has published is conceived and executed 
in such an unassuming and tasteful spirit, that the reader 
has no disposition to magnify his defects. His minor 
poems have a very unpretending air, and remind us 
somewhat of the " copies of verses" that cavaliers were 
accustomed to indite for the gTatif\caX\OTv o^ InftxA ov \«\af- 
tress. The prettiest and most cV\aTacW\«X\^ Q^^ ^^^^ ^^ 
ca3iooal poems ia, perhaps, that eutiVkA*^ k^>A^ 
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Mine be a cot beside the hill, 
A. bee-hive's hum to soothe my ear ; 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill. 
With many a fall shall linger near. 
The swallow oft beneath my thatch 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ; 
Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch. 
And share my meal, a welcome guest, 
Around my ivied porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 
And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church among the trees. 
Where our first marriage vows were given. 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 

And point with taper spire to heaven. 

To Rogers we must accord a true moral feeling. The 
cordial friend, the man of native literary sympathies and 
domestic tastes, are ever reflected in his pages. He has 
a kindly and liberal heart as well as an intellectual spirit. 
There are more imposing names on the scroll of poetic 
fame, but few who have a better claim to love and respect 
He is not without a poet's ambition — 

Oh could my mind, unfolded in my page, / 
Enlighten climes and mould a future age ; 
Oh could it still, through each succeeding year. 
My life, my manners and my name endear ! 

The latter aspiration has already met its fulfilment. The 
clearness and elegance, the quiet ardour and urbane sen- 
timent that appear in his vers'fe, are too candid and win- 
ning not to excite interest. Our attachment to the higher 
and more affecting species of poetry does not militate 
with, but rather enhances our sympathy with the quiet 
graces of his muse. The delight with which we tread 
the sea-shore and listen to the dasKing billows, does not 
prevent us from reposing with pVe^LSvxxei \»«A^ ^^ ^^\sv 
Jake, to watch the clouds reftecled Vcv Vis \»«»xs\^ at ^^ 
JJowers that hang their fragrant aro^ f^toxm^ V»\sw^. 
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There are certain sentiments which " give the world 
assurance of a man." They are inborn, not acquired. 
Before them fade away the trophies of scholarship and 
the badges of authority. They are the most endearing 
of human attractions. No process of culture, no mere 
grace of manner, no intellectual endowments, can atone 
for their absence, or successfully imitate their charms. 
These sentiments redeem our nature; their indulgence 
constitutes the better moments of life. Without them we 
grow mechanical in action, formal in manner, pedantic in 
mind. With them in freshness and vigour, we are true, 
spontaneous, morally alive. We reciprocate affection, we 
luxuriate in the embrace of nature, we breathe an atmos- 
phere of love, and glow in the light of beauty. Frank- 
ness, manly independence, deep sensibility and pure 
enthusiasm are the characteristics of the true man. 
Against these fashion, trade and the whole train of petty 
interests wage an unceasing war. In few hearts do they 
survive ; but wherever recognized, they carry every 
unperverted soul back to childhood and up to God. They 
vindicate human nature with irresistible eloquence, and 
like the air of mountains and the verdure of valleys, allure 
us from the thoroughfare of routine and the thorny path 
of destiny. When combined with genius, they utter an 
appeal to the worlds and their possea^i Vi^to^XNRS^^'^^^K^ 
of hamanity, whose oracles sea4ioc>iiwv ^^^«^^^^^*^^ 
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the chambers of death. Such is Robert Burns. How 
refreshing to turn from the would-be-prophets of the day, 
and contemplate the inspired ploughman ! No mystic 
emblems deform his message. We have no hieroglyph- 
ics lo decipher. We need no philosophic critic at our 
elbow. It is a brother who speaks to us ; — no singular 
specimen of spiritual pride, but a creature of flesh and blood. 
We can hear the beatings of his brave heart, not always 
like a " muffled drum," but often with the joy of solemn 
victory. We feel the grasp of his toil-hardened hand. 
We see the pride on his brow, the tear in his eye, the 
smile on his lip. We behold not an effigy of buried 
learning, a tame image from the mould of fashion, but a 
free, cordial, earnest man ;— one with whom we can 
roam the hills, partake the cup, praise the maiden, or 
worship the stars. He is a human creature, only over- 
flowing with the characteristics of humanity. To him 
belong in large measure the passions and the potvers of 
his race. He professes no exemption from the common 
lot. He pretends not to live on rarer elements. He 
expects not to be ethereal before death. He conceals not 
his share of frailty, nor turns aside from penance. He 
takes * with equal thanks a sermon or a song.' No one 
prays more devoutly ; but the same ardour fires his 
earthly loves. The voice that "wales a portion with 
judicious care," anon is attuned to the convivial song. — 
The same eye that glances with poetic awe upon the 
hills at twilight, gazes with a less subdued fervour on the 
winsome features of the highland lassie. And thus 
vibrated the poet's heart from earth to heaven, -r-from the 
human to the godlike. Rarely and richly were mingled 
in him the elements of human nature. His crowning 
distinction is a larger soul ; and this he carried into all 
things, — to the aJtar of God and iXie fes\ANfe\so^T\A^ "^^ 
pfaaghsbare's furrow and t\ie leUei oi iw^^^Vvv A^ ^^ 
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martial lyric and the lover's assignation. That such a 
soul should arise in the midst of poverty is a hlessing. 
So do men learn that all their appliances are as nothing 
before the creative energy of Nature. They may make 
a Parr ; she alone can give birth to a Bums. It is to be 
rejoiced at that so noble a brother was bom in ^ " clay- 
built cottage." Had his eyes first opened in a palace, so 
great a joy would not have descended upon the lowly and 
the toil worn. These can now more warmly boast of a 
common lineage. Perchance, too, that fine spirit would 
have been meddled with till quite undone, had it first 
appeared in the dwelling of a wealthy citizen. Books 
and teachers, perhaps, would have subdued its elastic 
freedom, — artificial society perverted its heaven-bora fire. 
Better that its discipline was found in ** labour and 
sorrow" rather than in social restraint and conformity. 
Better that it erred through excess of passion, than de 
liberate hypocrisy. So rich a stream is less marred by 
overflowing its bounds than by growing shallow. It was 
nobler to yield to temptation from wayward appetite than 
through " malignity or design." More worthy is it that 
inelancholy should take the form of a sad sympathy with 
nature, than a bitter hatred of man ; that the flowers of the 
heart should be blighted by the heat of its lava-soil, than 
wither in the deadening air of artificial life. Burns lost 
not the susceptibility of his conscience or the sincerity and 
manliness of his character. In a higher sphere of life, these 
characteristics would have been infinitely more exposed. 

The muse of Bums is distinguished by a pensive 
tenderness. His mind was originally of a reflective 
cast. His education, destiny and the scenery amid which 
he lived deepened this trait, and made it prevailing. — 
True sensibility is the fertile source of sadness. A heart 
constantly alive to the vicissitudes oiWl^ ^h^^^'^h^^sok* 
appeals of nature, cannot long maVcvXacixi t. \\^x>««^» 
mood. From his profound feeUug *^tatx% \Xxt^>awa5o«.%^ 
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the Scottish hard. He who could so pity a wounded 
hare and elegize a crushed daisy, whose young bosom 
fayou rites were Sterne and Mackenzie, lost not a single 
sob of the storm, nor failed to mark the gray cloud and 
the sighing trees. In this intense sympathy with the 
mournful, exists the germ of true poetical elevation. 
The very going out into the vastly sad, i? sublime. Per- 
sonal cares are forgotten ; and as Byron calls upon us to 
forget our " petty misery" in view of the mighty ruins of 
Rome, so the dirges of Nature invite us into a grand 
funereal hall, where mortal sighs are lost in mightier wail- 
ing. This element of pensiveness distinguishes alike 
the poetry and character of Burns.* He tells us of the 
exalted sensations he experienced on an autumn morning, 
when listening to the cry of a troop of gray plover or the 
solitary whistle of the curlew. The elements raged 
around him as he composed Bannockburn, and he loved 
to write at night, or during a cloudy day, being most 
successful in " a gloamin' shot at the muses." 

There was a thorough and pervading honesty about 
Burns, — that freedom from disguise and simple truth of 
character, to the preservation of which rustic life is emi- 
nently favourable. He was open and frank in social in- 
tercourse, and his poems are but the sincere records and 
outpourings of his native feelings. 

Just now I've ta'en the fit o* rhyme, 
My barmie noddle'8 working prime 
My fancy yerkit up sublime 

Wi* hasty summon : 
Hae ye a leisure-moment's time 

To hear whafs comin ? 

Hence he almost invariably wrote from strong emotion. 
**My passions,** he says, " raged like so many devils un- 
ii'I they found vent in rhyme.** TY\\s etv\At^ \T>\^lvs\»fts^ 
is one of the greatest charms of ^is v«we. "^ o\ ^^ tm«x 
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part, song, satire and lyric come warm from Us heart. 
Insincerity and pretension completely disgusted him. 
Scarcely does he betray the slightest impatience of his fel- 
lows, except in exposing and ridiculinof these traits. Holy 
Willie's prayer and a few similar effusions were penned 
as protests against bigotry and presumption, ^ams was 
too devotional to bear calmly the abuses of religion. 

God knows, I'm not the thing I should be, 

Nor am I even the thing I could be. 

But twenty times, I rather would be, 
An' atheist clean. 

Than under Gospel colours hid be. 
Just for a screen, 

But satire was not his elemsnt. Rather did he love to 
give expression to benevolent feeling and generous affec- 
tion. The native liberality of his nature cast a mantle 
of charity over the errors of his kind, in language which, 
ibr touching simplicity, has never been equalled. 

Then gently scan your brother man 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang ; 

To step aside is human : 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it i 
And just as lamely can ye mark. 

How far perhaps they rue it. 

Wha made the heart, 'tis he alone 

Decidedly can try us. 
He knows each chord — ^its various tone. 

Each spring, its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may compute. 

But know not what's resisted. 

Burns had a truly noble soul. He cherished an hon- 
e«t pride. Obligation oppressed \\\m,%x\^ ^\^ "^SiWsM^ 
. rvMicity be irmly maiatahied Vue iisiivcs Va. ^^ ^^^^^^ 
12 
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<^irc)e9 of Edinburgh. Like dl rbMoHy hearts, while he 
keenly felt the sting of poverty, kis whole nature Tecoiled 
from dependence. He desired money, not for the distinc- 
tion and pleasure it brings, but chiefly that be might be 
free from the world. He recorded the creed of the troe 
i»an;^-> "^ 

To catcb dame Fortune's golden smile^ 

Assidtious wait upon her ; 
And gather gear bj ev*tj wile 

That* 8 justified by honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge. 

Not for a train-attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 

His susceptibility to Nature was quick and impassicmed. 
He hung with rapture over the hare bell, fox-glove, bud- 
ding birch and hoary hawthorn. Though chiefly alive 
to its sterner aspects, every phase of the universe was in- 
expressibly dear to him. 

O Nature ! a' Uiy shows an* forms 

To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 

Whether the simmer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an' light, 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night ! 

How delightful to see the victim of poverty and care thus 
yield up his spirit in blest oblivion of his lot ! He walkea 
beside the river, climbed the hill and wandered over the 
moor, with a more exultant step and more bounding heart 
than ever conqueror knew. In his hours of sweet reve- 
rie, all consciousness was lost of outward poverty, in the 
richness of a gifted spirit. Then he lookod upon crea- 
tion as his-heritage. He felt drawn to her by the glow- 
ing hofld of a kindred spirit. Fvery wild-flower from 
which be brushed the dew, every TCLOUTvVaA\\Aa^ Xa ^Vrr.^ 
-^^ ffyea wer^ lifted, every stsx \haX visSifi^ u^5«ii\sa^\pii^^ 
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was a token and a pledge of immortality. He partook 
of their freedom and their beauty ; and held fond com- 
munion with their silent loveliness. The hanks of the 
Doon became like the bowers of Paradise, and Mossgiel 
was as a glorious kingdom. 

Oie me ae spark o' Nature's fire. 
That's a' the learning I desire ; 
Then tho' I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart. 
My muse, tho' hamely in attire, 

May touch the heart. 

That complete self-abandonment, characteristic of poets, 
belonged strikingly to Burns. He threw himself, all sen- 
sitive and ardent as he was, into the arms of Nature. 
He surrendered his heart unreservedly to the glow of 
social pleasure, and sought with equal heartiness the 
peace of domestic retirement 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 

Just now we're living sound and hale, 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail, 

Heave cart o'er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale. 

Let's taJc the tide. 

This life has joys for you and I, 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy. 

And joys the very best. * 
Thei^'s a' the pleasures o' the heart. 

The lover and the frien; 
Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part. 

And I my darling Jean ! 

He sinned, and repented, with the same singleness of 
purpose, and completeness of devotion. This is iDus- 
trated in many of his poems. In his love and grief, in 
his joy and despair, we find no medium; — 

By passion driven \ 
And yet the light that led aa\i«9 
Wat light from YicaveiL 
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Perhaps the freest and deepest element of the poetry of 
Bums, is love. With the first awakening of this passion 
in his youthful breast, came also the spirit of poetry. 
" My heart," says one of his letters, " was complete tin- 
der, and eternally lighted up by some goddess or other." 
He was one of those susceptible men to whom love is no 
fiction or fancy ; to whom it is not only a " strong ne- 
cessity," but an overpowering influence. Tp female 
attractions he was a complete slave. An eye, a tone, a 
grasp of the hand, exercised over him the sway of des- 
tiny. His earliest and most blissful adventures were 
following in the harvest with a bonnie lassie, or picking 
nettles out of a fair one's hand. He had no armour of 
philosophy wherewith to resist the spell of beauty. Ge- 
nius betrayed rather than absolved him; and his soul 
found its chief . delight and richest inspiration in the 
luxury of loving. 

happy love ! where love like this isfouiid; 
heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare I 

I've paced much this weary mortal round, 
And saofe experience bids me this declare — 

** If heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, 
0:ie cordial in this melancholy vale, 

'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair. 
In others' arms breathe out the tender tale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn, that scents the evening gale.** 

And yet the love of Bums was poetical chiefly in its ex- 
pression. He loved like a man. His was no mere sen- 
timental passion, but a hearty attachment. He sighed 
not over the pride of a Laura, nor was satisfied with a 
smile of distant encouragement. Genuine passion was 
only vivified and enlarged in his heart by a poetical 
mind. He arrayed his rustic charmer with few ideal 
attractions. His vows were paid to 

A creature not too brisjht ox ?:oo3l 

For human nature's daWy food \ 

For transient sorrows, simple V\\e«, 
Praiae, blame, love, kissea, te«ra %xi^«ni\V». 
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Her positive and tangible graces were enough for him. 
He sought not to exalt them, but only to exhibit the fer- 
vour of his attachment. Even in his love was there this 
singular honesty. Exaggerated flattery does not mark 
his amatory poems, but a warm expression of his passion- 
ate regard, a sweet song over th6 joys of affection. Per- 
haps no poet has better depicted true love, in its most 
common manifestation. Of the various objects of his 
regard, the only one who seems to have inspired any 
purely poetical sentiment was Hi§^hland Mary. Their 
solemn parting on the banks of the Ayr, and her early 
death, are familiar to. every reader of Burns. Her 
memory seemed consecrated to his imagination, and he 
has made it immortal by Tiis beautiful lines to Mary in 
Heaven. Nor was the Scottish bard unaware how deep 
an inspiration he derived from the gentler sex. He tells 
us that when he desired to feel the pure spirit of poetry 
and obey successfully its impulse, he put himself on a 
regimen of admiring a fine woman. 

Health to the sex, ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi' merry dance in winter days. 

An' we to share in common ; 
The gust o* joy, the balm of woe. 
The soul o' life, the heaven below. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 

And of all the agencies of life there is none superior to 
this. Written eloquence, the voice of the bard, the music 
of creation, will often fail to awaken the heart. We can- 
not always yield ourselves to the hidden spell. But in 
the soft light oi her eye genius basks, till it is warmed 
into u new and sweeter life. The poet is indeed kindled 
by communion with the most lovely creation of God. 
He is subdued by the sweetest of humati iai0Laetice«. 
His wings are plumed beside the iousvXaAXk \3S.\w^^^»^^V^ 
soars thence to heaven. 
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The poetical temperament is now better and moM 
generally understood than formerly. Physiologists and 
moral philosophers have laboured, not without success, to 
diffuse correct ideas of its laws and liabilities. Educa^* 
tion now averts, in frequent instances, the fatal errors to 
which beings thus organized are peculiarly exposed. 
No one has more truly described some features of the 
poet*s fate than the author of Tarn 0*Shanter and the 
Cotter's Saturday Night : — 

Creature, thoiigh oft the prey of care and sorrow. 
When blest to-day, unmindful of to-morrow; 
A being formed t* amuse his grarer fritods, 
Admired and praised — and there the homage ends; 
A mortal quite unfit for fortune's strife. 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoiy each pleasure riches give, 
Tet haply wanting wherewithal to live; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 
Tet frequent all unheeded in bis owb« 

The love of excitement, the physical and moral sensi- 
bility, the extremes of mood, which belong to this class 
of men, require a certain discipline on the one hand and 
indulgence on the other, which is- now more readily 
accorded. Especially do we look with a more just eye 
upon the frailties of poets. It is not necessary to defend 
them. They are only the more lamentable from being 
connected with high powers. But it is a satisfaction to 
trace their origin to unfavourable circumstances of life 
and peculiarities of organization. Bums laboured under 
the disadvantage of a narrow and oppressive destiny, 
opposed to a sensitive and exalted soul. !From the depths 
of obscure poverty he awoke to fame. Strong and adroit 
as he was at the several vocations of husbandry, he pos- 
sessed do tact as a manager ot ^Tt9i\£.\eT. With the 
keenest relish for enioymetil, Yi\s mewia 'w«t^ ^xBa5\^^sA 
the ciaims of his family uxvceaamg. ^xisftK^vM^ ^"^ "^ 



; refined influences of nature, quick of ftpprehen$ie&, 
Hod endowed with a rich fancy, his animal nature was 
not less strongly developed. His flaming heart lighted 
not only the muse^ torch, but the tempest of passion. 
He often sought to drown care in excess. Eb did not 
faithfully struggle with the allurements which in reality, 
he despised. How deeply he felt the transitory nature 
of human enjoyment, he has told us in a series of beauti- 
ful similes : — 

But pleasures &re like poppies spread. 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race. 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 

Tossed on the waves of an incongruous experience, ele- 
vated by his gifts, depressed by his condition, the heir of 
fame, but the child of sorrow — gloomy in view of his 
actual prospects, elated by his poetic visions, — the life of 
Bums was no ordinary scene of trial and temptation. 
While we pity, let us reverence him. Let us glory in 
such fervent songs as he dedicated to love, friendship, 
patriotism and nature. True bursts of feeling came from 
the honest bosom of the ploughman. Sad as was his 
career at Dumfries, anomalous as it seems to picture him 
as an exciseman, how delighiful his image as a noble 
peasant and ardent bard ! What a contradiction between 
his human existence and his inspired soul ! Literature 
enshrines few more endeared memorials than the poems 
of Bums. His lyre is wreathed with wild -flowers. Its 
tones are simple and glowing. Their music is like the 
cordial breeze of his native h\\\s. \\. ^X^ OcvftfeT&^^>J«^- 
qaei, and gives expression to the \oNCt^^ ^wm^ "^^^^ 
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pensive melody has a twilight sweetness; its tender ardoor 
is melting as the sunbeams. Around the cottage and 
the moor, the scene of humble aflfection, the rite of lowly 
piety, it has thrown a hallowed influence, which embalms 
the memory of Burns, and breathes perpetual masses for 
his soul. 
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There are two prominent sources of poetry-^fantasy 
and feeling. In a few men of genius they are so equally 
mingled as scarcely to be distinguished, and their happy 
combination is doubtless the perfection of the art. It is 
easy, however, to perceive of late a growing disposition 
to undervalue vigorous and earnest verse and exalt at its 
expense the more dreamy and careless effusions of fancy. 
A certain order of critics go so far as to confine the name 
of poetry only to the latter. The only bard they recog- 
nize is he who throws into rhythmical form the most un- 
connected and fantastic images he can command — whose 
sentiment springs from vague musing rather than real 
emotion, and whose metaphors are ingeniously fanciful. 
A speculative reverie, a visionary experience like that of 
the Opium Eater, — an elaborate mysticism seems to origi- 
nate this species of verse. It appears the result of an 
excess of one poetical element. Imagination is, indeed, 
an essential of poetry, but with it must blend thought 
enough to give energy, and feeling sufficient to awaken a 
human glow, or the result is as coldly brilliant as frost by 
moonlight. 

The mood, in which such poetry is conceived is often 
one of the most fascinating we experience. It is that 
state which Irving significantly calls day-dreaming. In 
the pleasing languor of a s\irc\m^T Tvocy^\^ ^^sa^. "^^ ^^a^ 
moaotony of the ocean, oi wben tteaXfc^Xrj t.\R8wSc%/«afc- 
20* 
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side at midnight, we often instinctively yield to a train 
of thought which soothes hy its very waywardness. The 
mind escapes from its work-day round and expatiates at 
its own free will. In such lawless excursions many a 
striking picture is suggested and rare spirit evoked, but 
it is not to be supposed that they can be indiscriminately 
transferred to the poet's page with good efiect. And yet 
there are writers who place such a value upon these 
crude and unorganized products of their fancy as to throw 
them forth without exercising either taste or reflection. 
If poetry is an art, not thus is it to be written. German 
literature and the example of Shelley, Wordswonh and 
other metaphysical writers, have induced among less 
gifted spirits, too complete a reliance upon fantasy as the 
source of poetry. A certain degree of fact and feeling, 
of clearness of purpose and strength of thought, of direct 
language and sincere ardour is essential, if not to poetry 
in general, at least to that poetry which will move th<> 
Saxon heart. It is this conviction which enables us to 
revert with pleasure to that class of poets whose attrac- 
tion lies in their manliness and enthusiasm — who feel 
strongly and express themselves with a cheering vivacity. 
Not always would we be lulled by the minstrel, or led 
through the mystic windings of a flowery labyrinth. 
There are times when we love the trumpet's note better 
than the iBolian harp ; when the mountain air is sweeter 
than the odours of the East — the bard of hope is more 
welcome than Coleridge or Tennyson. 

The spirit of Campbell's muse is chivalric and gene- 
rous. We readily understand the quick sensibility he is 
said to have manifested at any instance of injustice, after 
communing with his poetry. He seems to have inherited 
not a little of the brave sympathies of the old clan whose 
name he bears. With the cause o^¥t^^^omV\^x«OTv^ ns 
MobJy identified. His " Song oi \iie Gte^^r «A. ^^ 
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finest episode of his long poem which so glowingly de- 
picts the fate of Poland, afford thrilling proofs of his at- 
tachment to liberty. With the cause of the latter nation 
his private exertions as well as public appeals have com- 
pletely and most honourably identified his name. His 
ardent love of music might have been inferred from his 
versification, which is often singularly melodious and al- 
most invariably affecting. Campbell must certainly be 
placed in the rank of fortunate bards. Although no elabo- 
rate and frequent, triumphs succeeded his early success, 
an uncommon proportion of what he has published has 
been deservedly popular. If his minor and casual lite- 
rary efforts, during the last forty years, have not added 
to his laurels they have proved occasions of agreeable 
occupation and pecuniary advantage. His domestic rela- 
tions were remarkably happy though early interrupted 
by death. His social privileges and his opportunities for 
literary improvement have been great. He has enjoyed 
the friendship of the gifled in the various walks of intel- 
lectual life in England, a^d his existence has been plea- 
santly divided between mental application and the enjoy- 
ment of Nature and congenial fellowship. It was the rare 
good fortune of Campbell to break at once upon the world 
as a poet in the hey-day of youth. His " Pleasures of 
Hope" have certainly not proved illusive. They imme- 
diately .won for him the admiration of all classes of read- 
ers, and the handsome annuity of two hundred pounds so 
justly, awarded to him on their publication, was continued 
until his death. Few modem poets have reaped a more 
bountiful harvest of fame and comfort from their labours, 
and few have proved themselves more worthy of the 
distinction. 

The direct style and decided tone of the minstrel whose 
heart is the fountain of his verse, w\w% \\\tci ^ W^jKt \^ 
Doi MO select an audience than \)e\oufs;& xo \\:v&Tfiisi%^^^GRA^ 
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and imaginative. He spealcs a language of universal 
import. He gives expression to sentiments not peculiar 
but general. The obligation under which he places his 
fellow beings is that of having given " a local habitation 
and a name" to feelings deeply enshrined in their breasts, 
but hitherto wanting an adequate voice — 

'* What oft was felt, but ne'er so well expressed." 
The poetry of abstract imagination, the undefined, wild 
and mystical shapings of thought, have their interest and 
value, but to appreciate them it is not requisite for us to 
be insensible to the more clear and artless efiusions of the 
muse. These fix the attention at once, impress the 
memor}'- and kindle the heart. In such strains would we 
ever see recorded the lessons of patriotism and the sim- 
ple overflowing of affection. They occupy the same 
relation to more fanciful poetry that popular oratory does 
to philosophical reasoning, the letter of friendship to the 
studied essay, the household song to the intricate compo- 
sition. Campbell is a delightful representative of this 
class of poets. If we should choose a single term to 
indicate his attractiveness, we would call him spirited. 
The greater part of his verse is glowing and alive. It 
bears not the air of vague reverie and listless musing, but 
of a mind full of its subject. He does not dally^ with the 
muse but seeks her favour in a manly and ardent manner. 
He is not dainty and elaborate, but impassioned and vivid. 
He seems to be thoroughly in. earnest — a quality not less 
essential than rare. He is moved by a decided sentiment 
and hence conveys a strong impression. In a word he 
is one of those poets whose sjrmpathies must be excited 
before they can write. The mere habit of versification, 
the passing wish of a moment, or some conventional mo- 
tive are quite insufficient to elicit the getns of such a bard. 
Accordingly they are eU^ier emvci^wxVj %.\ic,c^%^K\3\ ^t ^\^- 
nally mdiferent. Much a\)8uxd i^ie^\i^\s» ^>icL t^%^\ \a 
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what is called the poetry of passion has heen induced hy 
the numherless critics of Byron. Because his life was 
irregular and his mind sometimes fevered rather than 
warmed into action, it h^s heen argued that true poetry 
is wholly contemplative. As if we were never to he 
roused as well as soothed, as if stagnation were not 
equally false to our nature as violence, and as if there 
were not seasons and subjects which claimed and justified 
a wholesome and deep enthusiasm. One of Campbell's 
terse and awakening lines admirably defines the nature 
of his own poetry : " For song is but the eloquence of 
truth." He does not dilate with artist-like taste upon the 
minute graces of nature, he seldom displays a dramatic 
or picturesque talent, but he gives forcible, bold and mov- 
ing utterance to sentiments of bravery, moral indignation 
and devoted love. In the genial animation of friendly 
converse we are often surprised at a felicity of diction or 
an efiective metaphor. The same unpremeditated touch- 
es of beauty or vigour distinguish the writings which pro- 
ceed from strong feeling. The unusual number of Camp- 
helps lines which have become proverbial illustrates this 
truth. We scarcely remember, when we use such familiar 
expressions as " angels' visits, few and far between" — " 't is 
distance lends enchantment to the view" — ^** coming events 
cast their shadows before," that they originated with 
Campbell. It would indeed be difficult to name a modern 
English poet whose works are more closely entwined 
with our early associations or whose happier efforts lin- 
ger more pleasantly in the memory. 

Campbell is one of the kings of school literature in this 
country. More dazzling species of fame may reward 

. other minstrels; to be the cherished by the virtuous and 
meditative like Wordsworth, to be the favow.\A c^C ^^^^.Ybk 
circles like Moore, or the idol of a c\io^xv le^i XJjia '^tsi.^'- 

ley, is DO undesirable destiny fox a ^X.. "ftv^N-N^ %>wsi^n 
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heart what can be sweeter than the homage of youth f 
To a sympathising mind how consoling is the thought 
of having guided the generous impulses of boyhood 
toward freedom and truth by the charm of song! The 
fine speculations of the visionary, the cold logic of the 
learned have no fiiscination for the impatient heart of the 
young. When •• years that bring the philosophic mind" 
have matured the judgment and tempered the feelings, 
highly thoughtful and imaginative poetry weaves its 
quiet spell with grateful power. But before that period, 
a clear and trumpet-toned appeal is needed ; the muse 
must wear a fresh aspect and bound like Hebe in our 
pathway full of life and beauty, or charm with the spell 
of overpowering pathos. Language must come in bold 
and stirring notes ; the idea must be simple, the sentiment 
true, the image affecting, or the appeal is vain. And the 
same is true in no small degree in later years. In the 
hour of retirement and intellectual luxury we turn with 
zest to all the masters of the art; but the bard who would 
arrest the attention of eager and busy manhood on his 
crowded path, must address him in frank and comprehen- 
sive terms, and awaken the sleeping echoes of his heart 
with a lofty and clear strain. When Croly, in his ode 
to Death, speaks of the 

" Bards, sages, heroes tide by side. 
Who darkened natioiu when they diedf* 

or Byron in his monody on Sheridan, exclaims that 

•• Folly lovet the maryrdom offame^*' 

or Sprague declares that 

" Rulers and ruled in common gloom may lie. 
But J>ratur^9 /aureate bard tHaU never dvt^ 

we instantly receive ihe poei'a iVow^x. «xv^ ^^vs^\ \n 
his sentiment. And such simple ^ov^e ol \^T^^vx^%^«t 
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vigour of expression, is valaable for the very reason that 
it is so easily comprehended and so immediately felt. 
Many ^ch expressive touches occur in the poetry of 
Campbell. In his lines lo the Rainbow, two circum- 
stances are introduced with striking conciseness : 

•• When o'«r the green, undeluged earth 

Heaven's covenant thou didst shine. 
How came the worlds s gray father$ forth 

To fjDoteh thy sacred sign f 
And when its yellow lustre smiled 

O'er mountains yet untrod, 
Each mother held aloft her child 

To bless the how of God," 

An instance of similar terseness and meaning may be 
found in the Valedictory Stanzas to Eemble : 

«* For ill can Poetry express 

Full many a tone of thought sublime. 
And Painting mute and motionless, 

Steals but a glance from time, 
But by the mighty actor brought. 

Illusion's perfect triumphs come, 
Verse ceases to be airy thought 

jSnd Sculpture to be dumb.** 

The description of an Indian chief in " Gertrude," afibrds 
another illustration : 

** As monumental bronze unchanged his look ; 
A soul that pity touched but never shook ; 
Trained from its tree-rocked cradle to his bi«r. 
The fierce extreme of good and ill to brook. 
Impassive— /earing but the shame of feat'-' 
A stoic of the woods^ a man without a tear.** 

He finely compares the humming bird's wings to 
*' atoms of the rainbow fluttering round," and calls ab* 
sence " the pain without the peace of death.** Madame 
de Stael says thai the fragility ot 4e\\^\. c.<w»\\NxyNR» "^^ 
ffreat secret of its charm. How gw^NwiJ^^ \«& ^^ass^ 
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bell portrayed .in a single line the evanescent character 
of human pleasure : • 

•« And in the visions of romantic youth ^ 

What years of endless bliss are yet to flow ! 

But, mortal pleasure, what art thou in truth ? 
The torrenft smoothness ere it dash below/* 

The enthusiasm with which the " Pleasures of Hope' 
were written is evinced by the eloquent liveliness of the . 
strain, and not less by the poet's frequent recurrence to 
the main subject, and the fresh ardour with which he 
resumes after a slight digression. He constantly ad- 
dresses Hope anew, as auspicious, primeval, eternal, con- 
genial, the angel of life and .the friend of the brave. 
The praise of Love and the protest against Scepticism in 
this poem, are among the best examples of heroic verse in 
the language. " Theodric" is conceived in a more fami- 
liar vein, but contains some very beautiful developments 
of sentiment. The half-pastoral, half-romantic spirit of 
" Gertrude . of Wyoming" has long made it a distin- 
guished favourite. But the martial lyrics of Campbell 
have been his great sources of renown. In early life he 
visited Germany, then the theatre of war, and carried 
from that country very vivid impressions. He saw from 
his carriage window, a troop of hussars on their way from 
the field, wiping the blood from their sabres on the manes 
of their horses. The effect of these scenes upon his ima- 
gination is easily recognised in the awakening lines of 
" Lochiel," and the rhythmical magic of "Hohenlinden," 
" The Battle of the Baltic," and " Mariners of England." 
And we have a more tender revelation of the associations 
of war in the " Soldier's Dream." Were we to select the 
most impressive specimen of Campbell's command of 
thought and metre, of hi^ sk\l\ m ixv&kia^ " sound an 
echo to the sense," it wo\i\^ \>ft c^t\aMi ^Vsaxoa^ ^ ^^ 
noble ode entitled " HaWowed Oto\xxi^:' ko. ^«2q.Smso^ 
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ist of genius and sensibility, can give to this poem a 
most solemn effect, resembling the mingled elevation and 
delight which steals over us in a Gothic church. How 
lofty the sentiment and musical the flow of the following 
verses : 

** What hallows ground where heroes sleep ? 
'Tis not the sculptured piles you heap ! 
In dews that heavens far distant weep 

Their turf o^y bloom ; 
Or Grenii twine beneath the deep 

Their coral tomb. 

** But «trew his ashes to the wind, 
Whose sword and voice has served mankind— 
And is he dead whose glorious mind 

Lifts thine on high ?" 
To live in hearts we leave behind 

Is not to die. 

"Is *t death to fall for Freedom's right ? 
He's dead alone who lacks her light ! 
And murder sullies in Heaven's sight 

The sword he draws :— 
What can alone ennoble fight ? 
A noble cause ! 

** Give that ! and welcome War to brace 
Her drums, and rend Heaven's reeking face . 
The colours planted face to face» 

The charging cheer. 
Though death's pale horse led on the chase, 

ShaU still be dear. 

"What's hallowed ground ? ^Tis what gives birth 
To sacred thoughts in souls of worth ! 
Peace ! Independence ! Truth ! go forth 

Earth's compass round; 
And your high priesthood shall make earth 

Jill hallowed ground.'* 
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In an intellectual history of our age, the hard of Ryda) 
Mount must occupy a prominent place. His name is so . 
intimately associated with the poetical criticisms of the 
period, that, even if his productions are hereafter neglect- 
ed, he cannot wholly escape consideration. The mere 
facts of his life will preserve his memory. It will not he 
forgotten that one among the men of acknowledged 
genius in England, during a period of great political ex- 
citeinent, and when society accorded to literary success 
the highest honours, should voluntarily remain secluded 
amid the mountains, the uncompromising advocate of a 
theory, from time to time sending forth his effusions, as 
uncoloured by the poetic taste of the time, as statues from 
an isolated quarry. It has been the fortune of Words- 
worth, like many original characters, to be almost wholly 
regarded from the two extremes of prejudice and admira- 
tion. The eclectic spirit, which is so appropriate to the 
criticism of Art, has seldom swayed his commentators. 
It has scarcely been admitted, that his works may please 
to a certain extent, and in particular traits, and in other 
respects prove wholly uncongenial. Whoever recognizes 
his beauties is held responsible for his system ; and those 
who have stated his defects, have been unfairly ranked 
with the insensible and unteasoTvaUe leviewers who so 
fiercely assailed him at the oaisel o^ \v\s cm^t* 'WiKtfe 
i» a medium ground, from vrYiicYi we can ^\«^«^ ^^ ««iSi- 
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ject to more advantage. From this point of observation, 
it is easy to perceive that there is reason on both sides 
of the question. It was natural and just that the lovers 
of poetry, reared in the school of Shakspere, should be 
repelled at the outset by a new minstrel, whose prelude 
was an argument. It was like being detained at the door 
of a cathedral by a dull cicertme^ who, before granting 
admittance, must needs deliver a long homily on the 
grandeur of the interior, and explain away its deficien- 
cicjs. " Let us enter," we impatiently exclaim : " if the 
building is truly grand, its sublimity needs no expositor ; 
if it is otherwise, no reasoning will render it impressive." 
The idea of adopting for poetical objects " the real lan- 
guage of men, when in a vivid state of sensation," was in- 
deed, as Coleridge observes, never strictly attempted ; but 
there was somethingso deliberate, and even cold, in Woi^ds- 
worth's first appeal, that we cannot wonder it was unat- 
tractive. Byron and Burns needed no introduction. The 
earnestness of their manner secured instant attention. 
Their principles and purposes were matters of after- 
thought. Whoever is even superficially acquainted with 
human nature, nmst have prophecied a doubtful reception 
to a bard, who begins by calmly stating his reasons for 
considering prose and verse identical, his wish to incul- 
cate certain truths which he deemed neglected, and the 
several considerations which induced him to adopt rbyme 
for the purpose. Nor is this feeling wholly unworthy of 
respect, even admitting, with Wordsworth, that mere 
popularity is no evidence of the genuineness of poetry. 
Minds of poetical sensibility are accustomed to regard the 
true poet as so far inspired by his experience, as to write 
from a spontaneous enthusieism. They regard verse as 
his natural element— ^e most congenial form of expres- 
sjon. They imagine he can scaxcfeV^ wi^o^^^XusJ^Ns^ 
hinaelf, far Jem to otbert, foot Uift ^vcVksm axiS. \£Mi4^c^5— 
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any farther than they are the result of emotion too intense 
and absorhing to admit of any conscious or reflective 
process. Even if " poetry takes its origin from emotion 
recollected in tranquillity," it must be of that earnest and 
tender kind, which is only occasionally experienced. 
Trust, therefore, was not readily accorded a writer who 
scarcely seemed enamoured of his Art, and presented a ' 
theory in prose to win the judgment, instead of first 
taking captive the heart by the music of his lyre. Nor 
is this the only just cause of Wordsworth's early want 
of appreciation. He has not only written too much from 
pure reflection, but the quantity of his verse is wholly 
out of proportion to its quality. He has too often written 
for the mere sake of writing. The mine he opened may 
be inexhaustible, but to him it is not given to bring to 
light all its treasures. His characteristics are not uni- . 
versal. His power is not unlimited. On the contrary, 
his points of peculiar excellence, though rare, are com- 
paratively few. He has endeavoured to extend his range 
beyond its natural bounds. In a word, he has written 
too much, and too indiscriminately. It is to be feared 
that habit has- made the work of versifying necessary, 
and he has too often resorted to it merely as an occupa- 
tion. Poetry is too sacred to be thus mechanically pur- 
sued. The true bard seizes only genial periods, and 
inciting themes. He consecrates only his better moments 
to " the divinest of arts." He feels that there is a cor- 
respondence between certain subjects and his individual 
genius, and to these he conscientiously devotes his pow- 
ers. Wordsworth seems to have acted on a diflferent 
principle. It is obvious to a discerning reader that his 
muse is frequently whipped into service. He is too often 
' content to indite a series of common -place thoughts, and 
memorinlize topics which have a^T^xevi'OL^ v«v>Sl^\v^^ vcl 
his mind only a formal iutetesl. \v «>i£veXiXft8a ^ft«a^& ^ 
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if he had taken up the business of a bard, and felt bound 
to fulfil its functions. His political opinions, his histori- 
cal reading, almost every event of personal experience, 
must be chronicled, in the form of a sonnet or blank verse. 
The language maybe chaste, the sentiment unexception- 
able, the moral excellent, and yet there may be no postry, 
aud perhaps the idea has been often belter expressed in 
prose. Even the admirers of Wordsworth are compelled, 
therefore, to acknowledge, that with all his unrivalled 
excellencies, he has written too many 

*' Such lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly slow.** 

Occasional felicities of style do not atone for such frequent 
desecration of the. muse. We could forgive them in a 
less-gifted minstrel ; but with one of Wordsworth's geni- 
us it is more difficult to compromise. The number of 
his indiflferent attempts shade the splendour of his real 
merit. The poems protected by his fame, which are un- 
inspired by his genius, have done much to blind a large 
class of readers to his mtrinsic worth. Another circuTn- 
stance has contributed to the same result. His redeem- 
ing graces often, from excess, become blemishes. In 
avoiding the tinsel of a meretricious style, he sometimes 
degenerates into positive homeliness. In rejecting pro- 
fuse ornament, he often presents his conceptions in so 
bald a manner as to prove utterly unattractive. His sim- 
plicity is not unfrequently childish, his calmness stagna- 
tion, his pathos puerility. And these impressions, in 
some instances, have been allowed to outweigh those 
which his more genuine qualities inspire. For w^hen we 
reverse the picture, Wordsworth presents claims to grate- 
ful admiration, second to no poet of the age ; and no sus- 
ceptible and observing mind can study his writings with- 
out yielding him at least this cox4\«\ ^'cNwiQk^V^'Sjss&x^.* 
It IS not easy to estiihate the happv mfLM«uc«i^ ^A^-^^^tf^ 
13 
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has exerted upon poetical taste and practice, by the exam- 
ple he has given of a more simple and artless style. 
Like the sculptors who lead their pupils to the anatomy 
of the human frame, and the painters who introduced the 
practice of drawing from the human figure, Wordsworth 
opposed to the artificial and declamatory, the clear and 
natural in diction. He exhibited, as it were, a new 
source of the elements of expression. He endeavoured, 
and with singular success, to revive a taste for less excit- 
ing poetry. He boldly tried the experiment of introduo 
ing plain viands, at a banquet garnished with all the art 
of gastronomy. He ofiered to substitute crystal water 
for ruddy wine, and invited those accustomed only to " a 
sound of revelry by night," to go forth and breathe the 
air of mountains, and gaze into the mirror of peaceful 
lakes. He aimed to persuade men that they could be 
" moved by gentler excitements" than those of luxury 
and violence. He essayed to calm their beating hearts, 
to cool their fevered blood, to lead them gently back to 
the fountains that " go softly." He bade them repose 
their throbbing brows upon the lap of Nature. He qui- 
etly advocated the peace of rural solitude, the pleasure of 
evening walks among the hills, as more salutary than 
more ostentatious amusements. The lesson was siiited 
to the period. It came forth from the retirement of Na- 
ture as quietly as a zephyr ; but it was not lost in the 
hum of the world. Insensibly it mingled with the noisy 
strife, and subdued it to a sweeter murmur. It fell upon 
the heart of youth, and its passions grew calmer. It im- 
parted a more harmonious tone to the meditations of the 
poet. It tempered the aspect of life to many an eager 
spirit, and gradually weaned the thoughtful from the en- 
croachments of false taste and conventional habits. To 
a commercial people it portrayed the attractiveness of 
iranquillity. Before an unhealthy and flashy literataie, 
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h set up a standard of truthfulness and simplicity. In an 
age of mechanical triumph, it celebrated the majestic re- 
sources of the universe. 

To this calm voice from the mountains, none could 
listen without advantage. What though its tones were 
sometimes monotonous — they were hopeful and serene. 
To listen exclusively, might indeed prove wearisome; 
but in some placid moments those mild echoes could not 
but bring good cheer. In the turmoil of cities, they 
refreshed from contrast ; among the green fields, they 
inclined the mind to recognize blessings to which it is 
often insensible. There were ministers to the passions, 
and apostles of learning, sufficient for the exigencies of 
the times. Such an age could well sufier one preacher 
of the simple, the natural and the true ; one advocate of 
a wisdom not bom of books, of a pleasure not obtaina- 
ble from society, of a satisfaction underived from outward 
activity. And such a prophet proved William Words- 
worth. 

. Sensibility to Nature is characteristic of poets in gen- 
eral. Wordsworth's feelings in this regard have the 
character of affection. He does not break out into ardent 
apostrophes like that of Byron addressed to the Ocean, 
or Coleridge's Hymn at Chamouni ; but his verse breathes 
a constant and serene devotion to all the charms of natu- 
ral scenery — from the mountain-range that bounds the 
horizon, to the daisy beside his path : 

<* If stately passions in me burn, 
And one chance look to thee I torn, 
I drink out of an humbler urn, 

A lowlier pleasure ; 
The homelier sympathy that heeds 
The common life our nature breeds, 
A wisdom fitted to the needs 
Of hearts at leasora." 
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He does not seem so much to resort to tke quiet scenes 
of the country for occasional recreation, as to live and 
hreathe only in their tranquil atj^osyhere. His interest 
in the universe has been justly called personal. It is not 
the passion of a lover in the dawn of his bliss, nor the 
unexpected delight of a metropolitan, to whose sense 
rural beauty is arrayed in the charms of novelty ; hut 
rather the settled, ^miliar, and deep attachment of a 
- friend: 

'« Though absent long, 
These forms of beauty have not heen to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man*s eye : 
But oft in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart; 
And passing even into my purer mind 
With tranquil restoration." 

The life, both inward and outward, of WokIs worth, is 
most intimately associated with lakes and mountains. 
Amid them he was bom, and to them has he ever looked 
for the necessary aliment of his being. Nor are his 
feelings on the subject merely passive or negative. He 
has a reason for the faith that is m him. To the infla- 
cnces of Nature- he brings a philosophic imngination. 
No transient pleasure, no casual agency, does he ascribe 
to the outward world. In his view, its functions in rela- 
tion to man are far more penetrating and efficient than 
has ever been acknowledged. Human education he 
deems a process for which the Creator has made adequate 
provision in this ^* goodly frame" of earth and sea and 
sky. 

" He had small need of books ; for many a Tale 
Traditionary, round the moiViTvUviui Vi>\ti%; 
And many a legend peopUn^ ^cii» dat\LN«wjd*» 
Nourished Imagination \Tx\iet \pQwi3a.» 
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And gave the Mind that appreheoaive power. 
By which it is made quick to recognize 

The moral scope and aptitude of things.** 

• • • * • * 

" One impulse from a vernal wood 

May teach you more of man, 
Of moral evil and of good. 

Than all the sages can.** 

Accordingly, both in details and combination. Nature has 
been the object of his long and earnest study. To illus- 
trate her unobserved and silent- ministry to the heart, has 
been his favourite pursuit. From his poems might be 
gleaned a compendium of mountain influences. Even 
the animal world is viewed in the same light. In the 
much-ridiculed Peter Bell, Susan, and the White-Doe of 
Rylstone, we have striking instances. To present the 
affecting points of its relation to mankind has been one 
of the most daring experiments of his muse : 

** One lesson, shepherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by what she shows and what conceals. 
Never to blend our pleasure or our pride. 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels. 

It is the common and universal in Nature that he Iotos 
to celebrate. The rare and startling seldom iSnd a pboe 
in his verse. That calm, soothing, habitual languagVf 
addressed to the mind by the common air and sky, tlw 
ordinary verdure, the field-flower, and the sunset, it dig, 
almost invariable theme of his song^^^.^'^d herein haw 
his labours proved chiefly valu^bl^^ They have tended 
to make us more reverent listeners to the daily yoiooa'oC 
earth, to make us realize the goodness of crar 
heritage, and partake, with a more consciOTS a 
sensibility, of the beautiful around u^^"^*^ 

In the same spirit h^s Wordsworth lookaimi 
life and history. To lay bare ih^ ira&^r^ < 
acier to its simplest form, to aSMKl A» < 
M* 
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of life m its most rude and common manifestations) to 
Tindicate the interest which helongs to human beings, 
simply as such, have beon the darling objects of his 
thoughts. Instead of Corsairs and Laras, peerless ladies 
and perfect knights, a waggoner, a beggar, a potter, a 
pedlar, are the characters of whose feelings and experi- 
ence he sings. The operations of industry, bereavement, 
temptation, remorse and local influences, upon these chil- 
dren of humble toil, have furnished problems which he 
delighted to solve. And who shall say that in so doing, 
he has not been of signal service to his kind ? Who shall 
say that through such portraits a wider and truer sympa- 
thy, a more vivid sense of human brotherhood, a more 
just self-respect, has not been extensively awakened? 
Have not our eyes been thus opened to the better aspects 
of ignorance and poverty ? Have we not thus been made 
to feel the true claims of man ? Allured by the gentle 
monitions from Rydal Mount, do we not now look upon 
our race in a more meek and suscepljible mood, and pass 
the lowliest being beside the highway, with more of that 
new sentiment of respect and hope which was heralded 
by the star of Bethlehem ? Can we not more sincerely 
exclaim with the hero of Sartor Resartiis : " Poor, wan- 
dering, wayward man ! Art thou not tried, beaten with 
many stripes, even as I am ? Ever, whether thou wear 
the royal mantle or the beggar's gaberdine, art thou not 
so weary, so heavy laden ? O ! my brother, my brother ! 
why cannot I shelter thee in my bosom, and wipe aivay 
all tears from thive eyes ?" 
^ In accordance with this humane philosophy. Childhood 
is contemplated by Wordsworth. The spirit of the Sa- 
viour's sympathy with this beautiful era of life, seems to 
possess his muse. Its unconsciousness, its ignorance of 
death, its trust, hope and peace, its teachings, and 
promise be has portrayed viitVit«te ^^tcv^\\i^. Witness, 
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«* We are Seven/' the " Pet Lamb," and especially the 
Ode, which is perhaps the finest and most characteristic 
of Word worth's compositions. A reader of his poetry, 
who imbibes its spirit, can scarcely look upon the young 
with indifference. The parent must thence derive a new 
sense of the sacredness of children, and learn to rever- 
ence their innocence, to leave unmarred their tender 
traits, and to yield them more confidently to the influen- 
ces of Nature. In his true and feeling chronicles of the 
" heaven" that " lies about us in our infancy," Words- 
worth has uttered a silent but most eloquent reproach 
against all the absurdities and sacrilegious abuses of mod- 
em education. He has made known the truth, that chil- 
dren have their lessons to convey as well as receive : 

" dearest, dearest boy, my heart 

For better lore would seldom yeam, 
Could I but teach the hundreth pwrt 

Of what from thee I learn.** 

He has made more evident the awful chasm between the 
repose and hopefulness of happy childhood, and the 
cynical distrust of worldly age. He thus indirectly but 
forcibly appeals to men for a more guarded preservation 
of the early dew of existence, so recklessly lavished upon 
the desert -of ambition : 

" Those first affectioiw, 

Those shadowy recollections, 

Which, be they what they may. 

Are yet the fountain-light of all our day ; 

Are yet a master-light of all our seeing; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to malce 

Our noisy years seem moments in the being 

Of the eternal silence." 

He has exemplified that the worst evil of life is rather 
acquired than inherited, and vindicated the beneficent 
designs of the Creator, by exhibiting humanity when 
fmsh fmm his hand. This ia a Yi\^ mawSL^Kt-NSRA* "^v 
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on many of those who have become fiimiliar with WoiOs- 
worth in youth, such impressions must have been perma- 
nent and invaluable, greatly influencing their .observation 
of life and nature, and touching ** to finer issues** their 
unpledged sympathies. It is with the eye of a medita- 
tive poet-that Wordsworth surveys life, and nature. And 
thus ifjspired, a new elevation is imparted to " ordinary 
moral sensations,** and it is the sentiment rather than the 
subject which gives interest to the song. . Hence it is ab^ 
solutely necessary. that the reader should sympathize with 
the feelings of the poet, to enjoy or understand him. He 
appeals to that contemplative spirit which does not belong 
to all, and visits even its votaries but occasionally ; to "a 
sadness that has its seat in the depths of reason ;** he pror 
fesses to " follow the fluxes and refluxes of the ndind 
when agitated by the great and simple aflections of our 
nature.** To enter into purposes like these, there must 
exist a delicate sympathy with human nature, a reflec- 
tive habit, a mingling of reason and fancy, an imagina- 
tion active but not impassioned. The frame of mind 
which he labours to induce, and in which he must be 
read, is 

«* That sweet mood when pleasure loves to ptj 
Tribute to ease : and, of its joy secure, 
The heart luxuriates with indifferent things, 
Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones. 
And on the vacant air ;" . 

• •' • • \ • 

" that serene and blessed mood. 

In which the affections gently lead us on. 
Until the breath of this corporeal frame. 
And even the motion of our human blood. 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul. 
While, with an eve made quiet bv the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, , 
We see into the life o£ thioijC* 
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This calm and holy musing, this deep and intimate 
communion with Nature, this spirit of peace, should 
sometimes visit us. There are periods when passionate 
poetry wearies, and a lively, measure ii discordant. There 
are times when we are calmed and softened, and it is a 
luxury to pause an^iwrgSt the promptings of .desire and 
the cares of life-lP^^^en it is a relief to leavsJtULXca»4 
and wander iQlQ...S9ii4Hd«^hen, faint and disappointed, 
we seek, like tired children, the neglecte'd hosom of Na- 
ture, and in the serenity of her maternal smile, find rest 
and solace. Such moments redeem existence from its 
monotony, and refesh the human heart with dew from 
the urns of Peace. Then it is that the bard of Rydal 
Mount is like a brother, and we deeply feel that it is i 
for us to have known him. 
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CoLBRiDGE appears to have excelled all his cotempora- 
ries in personal impressiveness. Men of the highest tal- 
ent and cultivation have recorded, in the most enthtisias- 
tic terms, the intellectual treat his conversation afibrded. 
The fancy is captivated hy the mere description of his 
fluent and emphatic, yet gentle and inspired langaage. 
We are hauilted with these vivid pictures of the • old 
man eloquent,* as hy those of the sages of antiquity, and 
the renowned improvisatores of modem times. Hazlitt 
and Lamh seem never weary of the theme. They make us 
realize, as far as description can, the afiectionate temper, 
the simple bearing, and earnest intelligence of their friend. 
We feel the might and interest of a living soul, and sigh 
that it was not our lot to partake directly of its overflow- 
ing gifts. 

Though so invaluable as a friend and companion, un- 
fortunately for posterity, Coleridge loved to talk and read 
far more than to write. Hence the records of his mind 
bear no proportion to its endowments and activity. Ill- 
health early drew him from *' life in motion, to life in 
thought and sensation." Necessity drove him to literary 
labour. He was too unambitious, and found too much 
enjoyment in the spontaneous exercise of his mind, to 
assume willingly the toils of authorship. His mental 
tastes were not of a popular cast. In boyhood he " wax- 
ed not pale at philosophic dra^gYit&r «i^*3^ ^^^ ^>r«A in his 



COLEIIDOI. S97 

soul an aspiration afler truth — an interest in the deep 
things of life — a * hungering for eternity,' essentially 
opposed to success as a miscellaneous writer. One of the 
most irrational complaints against Coleridge, was his dis- 
like of the French. Never was there a more honest 
prejudice. In literature, he deemed that nation responsi- 
hie for having introduced the artificial school of poetry, 
which he detested ; in politics, their inhuman atrocities, 
during the revolution, hlighted his dearest theory of man ; 
in life, their frivolity could not but awaken disgust in a 
mind so serious, and a heart so tender, where faith and 
love were cherished in the very depths of reflection and 
sensibility. It is, indeed, easy to discover in his works 
ample confirmation of the testimony of his friends, but 
they aflbrd but an unfinished monument to his genius. 
We must be content with the few memorials he has left 
of a powerful imagination and a good heart. Of these 
his poems furnish the most beautiful. They are the 
sweetest echo of his marvellous spirit ; — 

A song divine, of high and passionate thoughts. 
To their own music chaunted. 

The eye of the ancient Mariner holds us, in its wild 
spell, as it did the wedding guest, while we feel the truth 
that 

He prayeth hest, who lov^^h best 

All things both great and small ; 
For the dear Grod who loveth us. 
He made and loveth all. 

The charm of regretful tenderness Is upon us with as 
sweet a mystery, ns the beauty of the " lady of a far 
countrie,'' when we read these among other maaical lines 
of Christabel : 

Alas ! they had been frier* 
But whispering toagoea 
And emibaef Ihmldi 
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And life is thorny ; md youth is Tain 
Jlnd to be tcroth with one toe love^ 
Doth work like tnadness in the brain, 

" No man was ever yet a great poet, without being at the 
same time a profound philosopher.'* True as this may 
be in one sense, we hold it an unfortunate rule for a 
poetical mind to act upon. It was part of the creed of 
Coleridge, and his works illustrate its unfavourable influ- 
ence. His prose, generally speaking, is truly satisfactory 
only when it is poetical. The human mind is so consti- 
tuted as to desire completeness. The desultory character 
of Coleridge's prose writings is often wearisome and dis- 
turbing. He does not carry us on to a given point by a 
reguliEir road, but is ever wandering from the end pro- 
posed. We are provoked at this waywardness the more, 
because, ever and anon, we catch glimpses of beaiitiful 
localities, and look down most inviting vistas. At these 
promising fields of thought, and vestibules of truth, we 
are only permitted to glance, and then are unceremoni- 
ously hurried off in the direction that happens to please 
our guide's vagrant humour. This desultory style essen- 
tially mars the interest of nearly all the prose of this dis- 
tinguished man. Not only the compositions, but the 
opinions, habits, and experience of Coleridge, partake of 
the same erratic character. . His classical studies at 
Christ's hospital were interwoven with the. reading of a 
circulating library. He proposed to become a shoemaker 
while he was studying medicine. He excited the wonder 
of every casual acquaintance by his schoolboy discourse, 
while he provoked his masters by starting an argument 
instead of repeating a rule. He incurred a chronic Aeu- 
matism by swimming with his clothes on, and left the 
sick ward to enlist in a regiment of dragoons. He laid 
magnificent plans of primitive felicity to be realized on 
the banks of the Susquehanna^ while he wandered pen- 
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niless in the streets of London. He was at difierent 
times a zealous Unitarian, and a high Churchman — a 
political lecturer — a metaphysical essayist — a preacher— 
a translator — a traveller — a foreign secretary — a philoso- 
pher — an editor — a poet. We cannot wonder that his 
productions, particularly those that profess to he elaborate, 
should, in a measure, partake of the variableness of his 
mood. His works» like his life, are fragmentary. He is, 
too, frequently prolix, labours upon topics of secondary 
interest, and excites only to disappoint expectation. By 
many sensible readers his metaphysical views are pro- 
noun'Ted unintelligible, and by some German scholars 
declared arrant plagiarisms. These considerations are 
the more painful from our sense of the superiority of the 
man. He proposes to awaken thought, to address and 
call forth the higher faculties, and to vindicate the claims 
of important truth. Such designs claim respect. We 
honour the author who conscientiously entertains them. 
We seat ourselves reverently at the feet of a teacher 
whose aim is so exalted. We listen with curiosity and 
hope. Musical are many of the periods, beautiful the 
images, and here and there comes a single idea of striking 
value ; but for these we are obliged to hear many discur- 
sive exordiums, irrelevant episodes and random specula- 
tions. We are constantly reminded of Charles Lamb's 
reply to the poet^s inquiry if he had ever heard him 
preach — * I never knew you do any thing else,' said Elia. 
It is highly desirable that the prose-writings of Coleridge 
.should be thoroughly winnowed. A Yolome of'deligfat- 
ful aphorisms might thus be easily gleaned. Loa^ :p 
we have forgotten the general train of his ofasernii 
isolated remarks, full of meaning and truth, lingijr^ 
memories. Scattered throagh his works are i 
ings, referring to literature and hunuui Bata: 
would serve as maiims in phifcuophyr^ 
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Their effect is often lost from the position they occupy, in 
the midst of abstruse or dry discussions that repel the 
majority even of truth-seekers. His Biographia is the 
most attractive of his prose productions. 

It is not difficuh, in a measure at least, to explain at 
rather account for, these peculiarities. Coleridge him- 
self tells us that in early youth, he indulged a taste for 
metaphysical speculations to excess. He was fond of 
quaint and neglected authors. He early imbibed a love 
of controversy, and took refuge in first principles, — in the 
elements of man's nature to sustain his positions. To 
this ground few of his school -fellows could follow him ; 
and we cannot wonder that he became attached to a field 
of thought seldom explored, and, from its very vague and 
mystical character, congenial to him. That he often re- ^ 
fleeted to good purpose it would be unjust to deny ; but 
that his own consciousness, at times, became morbid, and 
his speculations, in consequence, disjointed and misty, 
seems equally obvious. We are not disposed to take it 
for granted that this irregular development of mental 
power is the least useful. Perhaps one of Coleridge's 
evening conversations or single aphorisms has more 
deeply excited some minds to action, than the regular per- 
formances of a dozen inferior men. It is this feeling 
which probably led him to express, with such earnest- 
ness, the wish that the ** criterion of a scholar's utility 
were the number and value of the truths he has circula- 
ted and minds he has awakened." 

A distinguishing trait of Coleridge's genius was a rare 
power of comparison. His metaphors are often unique 
and beautiful. Here also the poet excels the philosopher. . 
It may be questioned if any modem writer whose works 
are equally limited, has illustrated his ideas with more 
originality and interest. When encountered amid bk. 
gmre disquisitions, the similitades of Coleiid^ striknig^ 
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proclaim the poetical cast of his mind, and lead us to 
regret that its energies were not more devoted to the im- 
aginative department of literature. At times he was 
conscious of the same feeling. " Well were it for me 
perlfops,'* he remarks in the Biographia, ** had 1 never 
relapsed into the same mental disease ; if I had continued 
to pluck the flower and reap the harvest from the cultiva- 
ted surface, instead of delving in the unwholesome quick- 
silver mines of metaphysic depths." That he formed as 
just an estimate of the superficial nature of political 
labour, is evident from the following allusion to partizan 
characters : 

Fondly these attach 
A radical causation to a few 
Poor drudges of chastising Providence, 
Who borrow all their hues and qualities 
From our own folly and rank wickedness. 
Which gave them birth and nursed them. 

A few examples taken at random, will suffice to show 
his " dim similitudes woven in moral strains." 

" To set our nature at strife with itself for a good purpose, im- 
plies the same sort of prudence as a priest of Diana would have 
manifested, who should have proposed to dig up the celehri^.ted 
charcoal foundations of the mighty temple of Ephesus, in order 
to furnish fuel for the burnt-offerings on its altars." 

'* The reader, who would follow a close reasoner to the summit 
of the absolute principle of any one important subject, has chosen 
a chamois-hunter for his guide. He cannot carry uh oa his 
shoulders ; we must strain our sinews, as he has strained his ; 
and make firm footing on the smooth rock for ourselves, by the 
blood of toil from our own feet.'* 

" In the case of libel, the degree makes the kind, the circum- 
stances constitute the criminality ; and both de^^ree and circum- 
stances, like the ascending shades of colour, or the shooting hues 
of a dove*8 neck, die away into each other, incapable of dednitioa 
or outline." 

'' Would to heaven that the verdict to be pasjed on my labours 
depended on those who least needed them ! The witer-lily in 
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the siidnt of waters lifts up its broad leaves and expands its pe- 
tals, at the first pattering of the shower, and rejoices in the rain 
with a quicker sympathy than the parched shrub in the sandy 
' desert." 

*• Human experience, like the fitem lights of a ship at sea, illu- 
mines only the path which we have passed over." 

** 1 have laid too many eggs in the hot sands of this wilderness 
the world, with ostrich carelessness and ostrich oblivion. The 
greater part, indeed, have been trod under foot, and are forgotten ; 
but yet no small number have crept forth into life, some to fur- 
' nish feathers for the caps of others, and still more to plume the 
shafts in the quivers of my enemies." 

■ On the drivmg cloud the shining bow. 

That gracious thing made up of smiles and tears* 
Mid the wild rack and rain that slant below 
Stands — 

Jls though the tpirits of all lovely flowert 
Inweaving each ita wreath and dewy crown, 
Aiid ere they sunk to earth in vernal thowers. 
Had built a bridge to tempt the angels dawn. 
Remorse is as the heart in which it grows : . 
If that be gentle, it drops balmy dews 
Of true repentance ; but if proud and gloomy» 
It is a poison tree, that, pierced to the inmost. 
Weeps only tears of poison. 

The more elaborate poetical compositions of Coleridge 
display much talent and a rare command of Itfhguage. 
His dramatic attempts, however, are decidedly inferior in 
interest and power to many of his fugitive pieces. Wal- 
lenstein, indeed, is allowed to be a master-piece of trans- 
lation — and, although others have improved upon certain 
passages, as a whole it is acknowledged to be an unequal- 
led specimen of its kind. But to realize the true ele- 
ments of the poet's genius, we must have recourse to his 
minor poems. In these, his genuine sentiments found 
genial development. They are beautiful emblems of his 
personal history, and admit us to the secret chambers of 
lu9 hearu We recognize, as we ponder them, the native 
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fire of his muse, ** unmixed with baser matter,'' Of the 
juvenile poems, the Monody on C^atterton strikes us as 
the most remarkable. It overflows with youthful sympa- 
thy, and contains passages of singular power for the elu- 
sions of so inexperienced a bard. Take, for instance, the 
following lines, where an identity of fate is suggested 
from the consciousness of error and disappointment : 

Poor Chatterton ! he sorrows for thy fate 
I Who would have praised and loved thee, ere tOo late. 

Poor Chatterton ! farewell ! of darkest hues 
This chapl^t cast I on thy unshapen tomb; 
But dare no longer on the sad theme muse. 
Lest kindred woes persuade a kindred doom : 
For oh ! big gall-drops shook from Folly's wing. 
Have blackened the fair promise of my spring ; 
And the stem Fates transpierced with viewle« dait 
T^ last pale Hope that shivered at my heart 

Few young poets of English origin, have written i 
beautiful amatory poetry than this : 

(have I sighed) were mine the wizard's rod. 
Or mine the power of Proteus, changeful god ! 
A flower-entangled arbour I would seem 
To shield my love from noontide's sultry beam: 
Or bloom a myrtle, from whose odorous boughs 
My love might weave gay garlands for her brows. 
When twilight stole across the fading vale 
To fin my love Pd be the evening gale ; 
Mourn in the soft folds of her swelling vettt 
And flutter my faint pinions on her breast ! 
On seraph wing I'd float a dream by night. 
To soothe my love with shadows of delight :- 
Or soar aloft to be the spangled skies. 
And gaze upon her with a thousand eyes ! 

Nor were religious sentiments unawakened : 

Fair the vernal mead. 
Fair the high grove, the sea, the sun, the stsif ; 
True impress each of their creating Sirs ! 

14 
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Yet nor high grove, nor many-coloured mead, 
■ "Not the gr6en Ocean with hig thotaand isles, 

Nor the starred «siire, nor the sovran sun. 

E'er with auch majesty oi portraiture 
. Ipiaged the supreme being uncreate. 

As thou, meek Saviour ! at the fearless hour 

When thy insulted anguish winged the prayer 

Harped by archangels, when they sing of mercy ! 

Which' when the Almighty heard ttom forth his throae 

Diviner light filled heaven with ecstacy ! 

Heaven's hymnings paused : and hell her yawning mouth 

Closed a brief moment 

It is delightful to dwell npon these early outpourings 
of an ardejit and gifted soul. They lay hare the real 
characteristics of Coleridge. Without them our sense of 
his genius would be far more ohscure. When these ju- 
venile poems were written * existence was a]] a feeling, 
not yet shaped into a thought.* Here is no mysticism or 
party feeliiig, but the simplicity and fervour of a fiesh 
heart, touched by the beauty of the visihle world, by the 
sufferings of genius, and the appeals of love and religion. 
The natural and the sincere here predouiinate over the 
studied and artificial Time enlarged the bfurd's views, 
increased his stores of knowledge, and matured his men- 
tal powers; but his genius, as pictured in his writings, 
though strengthened and fertilizedi thenceforth loses 
much of its unity. Its emanations ace frequently more 
gratid and startling, but ]ess simple and direct There 
is more machinery, and often a confusion of appliances. 
We feel that it is the same mind in an advanced SjLate ; — 
the same noble instrument breathing deeper strains, but 
with a melody more intricate and sad. 

In the Sibylline Leaves we have depicted a later stage 
of the poet's life. Language is now a more efiective ex- 
pedient. It follows the thought with a clearer echo. It 
is woven with a finder hand. The subtle intellect is 
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. evidently at work in the very rush of emotioa. The poet 
has discovered that he cannot hope 

'* from outward fprmi to win 
The passion and the life, whose fountains are within.** 

A new sentiment, the most solemn that visits the hreast 
of humanity, is aroused by this reflective process — the 
sentiment of duty. Upon the sunny landscape of youth 
falls the twilight of thought. A conviction has entered 
the bosom of the minstrel that he is not free to wander at 
will to the sound of his own music. His life cannot be 
a mere revel in the embrace of beauty. He too is a man, 
born to suffer and to act. He cannot throw off the re- 
sponsibility of life. He must sustain relations to his fel- 
lows. The scenery that delights him assumes a new 
aspect It appeals not only to his love of nature, but hib 
sense of patriotism : 

divine 
And beauteous island ! thou hast been my sole 
And most magnificent temple, in the which 
I walk with awe, and sing my stately songs, 
Loving the Grod that made me ! 

More tender ties bind the poet-soul to his native isle — 
A pledge of more than passing \ife-~ 

Yea, in the very name of wife. 

* * « • 

Then was. I thrilled and melted, and most warm 
Impressed a father's kiss. 

Thus gather the many-tinted hues of human destiny 
around the life of the young bard. To a mind of philo- 
sophical cast, the transition is most interesting. It is the 
distinguishing merit of Coleridge, that in his verse we 
find these epochs warmly chronicled. Most just is his 
vindication of himself from the charge of egotism. To 
what end are beings peculiarly sentitive, and capable of 
rare expression, sent into lh« world, if not to.maka Bi 
feel the mysteries of our natoia^ t|r ^ 



THOUGHTS OH THE POSTS. 

Jtoivm from their own consciousness ? It is the lot, not 
of the individual, hut of man in general, to feel the subli- 
mity of the mountain — ^the loveliness of the flower — the 
awe of devotion — and the ecstacy of love ; and we should 
bless those who truly set forth the traits and triumphs of 
our nature — the consolations and anguish of our human 
life. We are thus assured of the universality of Nature's 
laws — of the sympathy of all genuine hearts. Some- 
thing of a new dignity invests the existence, whose com- 
mon experience is susceptible of such portraiture. In the 
keen regrets, the vivid enjoyments, the agonizing remorse 
and the glowing aspirations recorded by the poet, we find 
the truest reflection of our own souls. There is a noble- 
ness in the lineaments thus displayed, which we can 
scarcely trace in the bustle and strife of the world. Self- 
respect is nourished by such poetry, and the hope of im- 
mortality rekindled at the inmost shrine of the heart. Of 
recent poets, Coleridge has chiefly added to such obliga- 
tions. He has directed our gaze to Mont Blanc as to an 
everlasting altar of praise ; and kindled a perennial flame 
of devotion amid the snows of its cloudy summit. He 
has made the icy pillars of the Alps nng with solemn 
anthems. The pilgrim to the Vale of Chamouni shall 
not hereafter want a Hymn, by which his admiring soul 
may " wreak " itself upon expression.** 

Rise, O, ever rise, ' 
Rise like a cloud of incense, from the earth ! 
Thou kingly spirit throned among the hills. 
Thou dread ambassador from earth to heaven, 
i Great hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky, 

f And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun, 

Earth, and her thousand voices praises God. 

To one other want of the heart has the muse of Cole- 
ridge given genuine expression. Fashion, selfishness, 
mod tkB mercenary tpirix of the age, have widely tnd 
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deeply profaned the very name of Love. To poetry it 
flies as io an ark of safety. The English bard has sel 
apart and consecrated a spot sacred to its meditation — 
* midway on the mount,' * beside the ruined tower ;' and 
thither may we repair to cool the eye fevered with the 
glare of art, by gazing on the fresh verdure of nature, 
when 

The moonshine stealing o'er the scene 
Has blended with the lis^hts of e/e, 

And she is there, our hope, our joj. 
Our own dear Genevieve. 
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A FEELING has gone abroad prejudicial to the manliness 
of Keats. Such an idea in relation to any one who has 
given undoubted proof of intellectual vigour, should ne- 
ver be confidently entertained. Strong sense generally 
accompanies strong feeling ; and it may be fairly presum- 
ed that when a man of true force of character is charge- 
able with great weakness, it is usually to be ascribed more 
to physical and accidental causes than to any inherent 
and absolute defect. The whole environment of circum- • 
stances must be weighed in the balance with the genuine 
characteristics of the individual, before we can truly pro- 
nounce on the case. Keats was a man of a most afBuent 
imagination, sensitive feelings, and high aims ; but he 
was bom at a livery stable ; his constitution was radical- 
ly feeble, and his affections grievously disappointed. 
Considering what a world we live in, and the traits of 
our common nature, this was a painful combination. Al- 
most every young man cherishes an idea which he confi- 
dently expects to realize. A poetical mind unites with 
such hopes a singular intensity of purpose; failure is 
accordingly the signal for despair. It is not in moral 
enterprises as in trade. When the hopes of the heart 
are bankrupt, renovation is not easy ; they are too often 
all risked upon one adventure, and when that miscarries, 
iron nerves and an indomitable will are required to stand 
the shock. The cherished aim of Keats was doubtless to 
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retrieve his socml condition by the force of his genius. 
There was nothing presumptuous in such an anticipation. 
He had evinced more of the * divine afflatus* than many 
English poets of good reputation, and his powers were by 
no means fully ripe. He had an exuberance of fancy 
truly wonderful — the independence to choose his owa 
path, and an honest ambition to win the laurel which he 
felt was within his grasp. He published his first volume 
at the age of twenty one. His political opinions and 
those of his associates, drew upon his literary efforts the 
most severe vituperation ; and when Endymion appeared 
in 1818, it was furiously assailed by the great critical au- 
thority of the day. Gifford declared his intention of 
attacking it, even before its appearance. The lowly birth 
of the poet, the character of his friends, and the humble 
nature of his early education, were turned into sirrows, 
dipped in gall, to rankle in his sensitive heart. The 
courtesies of private life were invaded, and the grossest 
calumnies resorted to, in order to carry out the system of 
abuse then prevalent. With good health and a reasona- 
ble prospect of corrtinued existence, Keats could have 
faced the storm. He could have lived down opprobrium, 
and awed a venal press by the shadow of his' mature ge- 
aiu& But feeling that the seeds of death wers already 
witliin him, and having striven in vain 
' to nprear 
Love's gtandard oq the battldments of so&g/ 

be no longer hoped ' to leave his name upon the harp- 
string.' He feh that he must pass away unvindicated. 
The critieism to which his death is commonly ascribed, 
was but the last of a series of painful experience. It is 
very unjust ta select one, and that the least dignified of 
his trials, and represent him as thus unworthily vanqaish-* 
ed. It was '* in battalions" and not singly, that trouble 
etferpewered him. It was physical infirmity rather thaa 
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morbid feeling, that gave fatal effect to critical abuse. 
The '* article" was the climax, rather than the arbiter of 
his fate. Byron's facetious rhymes, therefore, pass for 
nothing. Keats was not " extinguished by an article." 
It is untrue that he was " laughed into Lethe by some 
quaint review." His woes were only aggravated by ridi- 
cule, and his last days embittered by the obloquy attempt- 
ed to be cast on his name. It is obvious, therefore, that 
he was no lack-a daisical sufiferer. In fact, the state of 
his mind was inferred rather than known. He kept his 
feelings to himself, and they preyed upon him the more. 
He possessed too much delicacy to intrude his sorrows, 
even upon intimate friends. He *' bore his faculties so 
meekly," that to a kindly observer his silent griefs could 
not but ** challenge pity." There is a strength of quiet 
endurance as significant of courage, as the most daring 
feats of prowess. Keats displayed this energy of mind 
to a degree which completely blunts the edge of sarcasm 
as applied to his sensibility. He had, says one of his 
friends,*a face in which was visible " an eager power, 
checked and made patient by ill-health." Lord Byron, 
like all who make their personal consciousness the 
ground of judgment, often erred in his estimate of charac- 
ter. He does not appear to have made any allowance 
for the difference of circumstances and disposition be- 
tween himself and Keats. He says the efiect of the first 
severe criticism upon him, was *' rage, resistance and 
redress, not despondency and despair." Very likely. He 
w*as then in high health — had rank and money to sustain 
him, and nothing at issue but literary fame. Keats was 
poor, obscurely bom, his health broken, and his heart 
concentered on an enterprise affecting his every interest. 
His spirit also was too gentle to find relief in satire. By- 
ron looked at his beautiful hand with pride, as Nature's 
40^ of high-birth : Keats gazed with sadness upon his 
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— ^its veins swollen by disease ; he used to say it was the 
hand of a man of fifty. In this one contrast, we have a 
token of their di\reri>ity of condition. To the one, poe- 
try was a graceful appendage — to the dther, all in all : 
the one, if successful with the muses, could fall back upon 
many an object secured by his social position and versa- 
tile nature ; the other, if baffled with his lyre, was left 
no resource but the ungenial pathway of lo^y toil : — 
Byron was a poet at intervals ; Keats had wed himself 
'• to things of light, from infancy." He lived but twenty- 
four years. His education, as far as formal teaching was 
concerned, he derived chiefly from a school at Enfield. 
At an early age he was apprenticed to a surgeon ; but 
his fine abilities soon brought him in contact with several 
leading minds. His happiest hours appear to have 
been those dedicated to friendly converse with congenial 
spirits, and strolling along a pleasant lane between Hamp- 
stead and High gate. This walk has become classic 
ground, frequented as it has been by such men as Cole- 
ridge, Lamb and Keats. Although the latter was convin- 
ced that his disease was fatal for three years before his 
death, he was induced by the hope of alleviating the 
symptoms and refreshing his mind with change of scene, 
to embark for Naples. He carried with him a breaking 
heart. Assiduous devotion at the bed-side of a dying 
brother, had wasted his little remaining strength. There 
was now an aimless fever in his life. The beautiful 
fragment of Hyperion he had not courage to complete, 
after the cold reception of his earlier poems. In fact he 
seems to have gone abroad only to die. The luxuriant 
beauty of Naples, and the solemn atmosphere of Rome 
must have pressed upon his senses with most pathetic 
import. No heart was ever more alive to the spell of 
loveliness or the charm of antiquity ; but how full of 
^ thoughts too deep for tears,** must have been their ho* 
gUMge when hallowed by t!h.« a\iiAQ^ ^i ^<^»:^\ 
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A few years ai^er, one of the kings of literature came 
from tke sam? nonhem isle, to seek renovatioo in that, 
gentle cjime. But his goal was reached. He had en- 
joyed, a long and bright career. The affectionate hopes 
of millions followed his feeble steps. He could look back 
upon raaey years of successful achievement; and was 
about to depart, like the sun at his setting, enciicled with 
the ■ light of glory. The younger heir of fame came a 
weary pilgrim to the same scenes, to die in his youth, 
like a star that rises only to twinkle for an hour, and dis- 
appear forever. Keats was fortunate in a companion. 
An artist who had known him long, appreciated his char- 
acter, and was blessed with a rich fund of animal spirits 
and kindly feeling, " sustzdned and soothed'' the sufierer, 
until he tranquilly expired at Rome, Dec. 27th, 1S20. 
How many have witnessed, in imagination, the dep&urture 
of the gifted young exile ! The sweet words he uttered, 
his patience and gentleness and poetry beamed forth to . 
the last. He whispered his epitaph to his friend — " My 
name was writ in water ;" and already felt the daisies 
growing over him ! The physicians marvelled at his te- 
nacity of life, when the vital energies were so exhausted, 
and said he must have long lived upon the strength of 
his sfHriL 

Spme^mes a lovely day occurs in. the very depth of 
wintelf'at Rome. The deep blue sky and soft wind are 
then more thati ever alluring. Such a day I chose to 
visit tlie grave of Keats, guided to its vicinity by the mas- 
sive, grey pyramid, called the monument of Caius Ces- 
tus. A plain white grave-stone, in the midst of nume- 
rous other memorials of foreign sepulture, indicates the 
spot. The turf around was of a most vivid emerald — 
the sky above serenely azure — the air balmy, and the 
scene almost deserted. The sigh of the breeze through 
iLo^presa, or the chirrup o£ «l single bird, dn^wn forth by 
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the unwonted warmth^ aloae broke the profound quiet of 
the cemetery. It seemed as if Nature was atoning to 
the departed for the world*s harshness, by keeping a vigil 
of peaceful beauty at his grave. 

To every poetical mind there seems to be a peculiar 
nucleus for thought. The sympathies flow in some par- 
ticular direction ; and the glow and imagery of song are 
excited in a certain manner, according to individual taste 
and character. To Scott, chivalry and all its associa* 
tions, were inspiring — to Wordsworth, abstract Nature. 
Cowper loved to group his feelings and fancies around 
mor^tl truth ; and Pope to weave into verse the phenome- 
na of social life. The poetical sympathies of Keats were 
strongly attracted by Grecian mythology. This was un- 
fortunate as regards his prospect of fame. Neptime and 
Venus do not win the popular ajttention like Tam O'Shan- 
ter, Marmion, or Childe Harold. Diverse as are these 
personages, they are all far nearer to the heart of man ; 
they come more within the common view than the 
Pagan deities. The life of a great man of modern 
times, finds far more readers in this age than a classical 
dictionary. On the other hand, Keats found in the field 
he selected, a freedom of range which his warm fancy 
craved. Among the Grecian gods he could indulge in 
the most luxuriant invention ; he could draw pictures of 
beauty, and visions of bliss, and tales of passion, accord- 
ing to an ideal standard. In this enchanted ground he 
need not conform to the actual, but his thoughts could be 
" as free of wing as Eden's garden bird;" and his muse 
emulate '* the large utterance of the early gods." We 
have frequent evidence of his love of these themes.: 

Behold! he walks 
On Heaven's pavement ; brotherly he talkif 
To divine powers : from his hand, full fain, 
Juno*! procMf birdt we peeking- etrly grain : 
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He tries the nerve of Phoebnt' gulden bow. 
And asketh where the golden apples grow : 
Upon his arm he braces Pallas' shield, 
And strives in vain to unsettle and wield 
A Jorian thunderbolt* 

It was his delight to see 

Phoebus in the morning ; 
Or flushed Aurora in the roseate dawning ; 
Or a white Naiad in a rippling stream ; 
Or a rapt seraph in a moonlight beam.f 

In these ambitious attempts, the young poet paid little 
attention to artificial rules of versification. The lines run 
into one another with scarcely any view to the effect of 
the pause. The rhymes seem often forced. Fancy 
rather than form — ^sentiment rather than art, predomiQate. 
The couplets are often illegitimately joined; but their 
off*spring, born ** in the lusty stealth of nature," frequent- 
ly o'ertop more regular aspirants for the favour of the 
muses. The mould of his early creations was a secon- 
dary object ^iih Keats ; but it should be borne in mind 
that good rhymes are common, but men of original poet- 
ical power, rare. It is conceded, also, that an occasional 
unauthorized expression must be added to the sin of care- 
less versification. Few critics can be expected to pass, 
unlashed, such words as " lush," " wingedly," " 'min- 
ish," " graspable," " hoveringly," and the like. He 
seems to have oAen written without forethought or revi- 
sion. There is a very spontaneous air about his long 
poems. They flow out like a spring set loose, winding 
along in a vagrant and free course. This kind of poeti- 
cal audacity is very provoking to critics, and doubtless 
incited them not a little in their endeavours to crush the 
new-fledged warbler. Palpable as are theartistical de- 

^Endyvkn. t CfiMls U MstUwir. 
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fects of most of the poetry of Keats, its bold and singular 
beauties are equally appar«^nt. And herein consists the 
shame of these '* invisible infallibilities," as some one 
calls reviewers, — that with the sense to perceive the 
crude and incorrect structure, they lacked soul to feel the 
exquisite sentiment and sweet imagery of these poems. 
They should have remembered, that a good versi6er is 
no uncommon personage ; but a creative genius is not 
vouchsafed to this planet every day. They should have 
acknowledged that study can reform a careless style ; 
but that no such process can give birth to thoughts of 
poetic beauty. While, as experienced observers, they 
suggest an improved manner to the young bard, they 
should have cordially — ay, reverently hailed the creden- 
tials Keats profiered of his high mission, and blest the 
advent of a poet soul. A few glances over these poems 
would have furnished rich proofs of their promise, and 
won attention from their defects. Here and there, a lov- 
ing eye could certainly have discerned perfect gems, 
even of style, and perceived a freshness, freedom 
and power of fancy, unequalled in English verse. But 
blind attachment to an obsolete school of poetry— as if 
such a thing were possible — pobtical considerations, the 
factitious influence of birth, companionship and fortune, 
were sufiered to magnify every fault, and dwarf all ex- 
cellence. There are those- who cannot welcome an angel 
with ruffled wings ! 

A casual survey will discover felicitous touches of 
description, enough to indicate to any candid mind, how 
full of poetry was the soul of Keats. He speaks of the 
** patient brilliance of the moon,'* '* and the quaint mossi- 
ness of aged roots." Whoso feels not the force of such 
words, will look in vain for the poetic, either in life or liter* 
ature. Here are a few traces of the footsteps of genius, 
taken at hazard, like wild-flowert from among the grass : 



24§ THOUGHTS OK THE POETS. 

.... Autumn bold 
With univenal tinge of sober gold. 

.... Ve«per 
Summons all the downiest clouds together 
For th« son's purple couch. 

.... Time, that a^ed nurse. 
Rocked me to patience. 

. . Silence came heavily again. 
Feeling about for its old couch of space 
And airy cradle. . 

.... Cold, ! cold indeed 
Were her fair limbs, and like a common weed 
The ^ea^awell took her hair^ 

' . . ere the hot sun cocmt . 
His dewy ros^Ty on the eglantine. 

Sudden a thought cane like a Ml-blown ro0» 
Flushing his brow, and in hi8*pain4d heart 
Hade purple riot. 

A lively prelude, faihioning the way 
In which the voice should wander. 

. . . the silver flow 
Of Hero's tears, the swoon of Imogen, 
Fair Pastorella in the bindifs den^ 
Are things to brood on with more ardency 
•Than the death-day of empires. 

..... He ne'er is crowned 
With immortality, w;ho fears to follow 
Where airy voices lead. 

.... Now indeed 
His senses had swooned off: he did not heed 
The sudden silence, or the whispers low, 
Or the old eyes dissolving at his woe, 
Or anxious calls, or close of trembling palms, - 
Or maideiifs ligh, that grnf itself embtlmft. 
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Such turns of thcraght and sweet fkncies, and they 
abound in the poetry of Keats, would suggest to any 
tasteful and unprejudiced mind, the warmest hopes of 
poetical success. They occur, indeed, in the midst of 
blemishes, and the way to them is sometimes fatiguing; 
but all the serious deficiences of the poet flow from the 
exuberance, rather than the paucity of his gifts. A 
charge of efifeminacy has sometimes been preferred 
against his warmer pictures and the tone of his senti- 
ment. This is to be ascribed, in a great measure, to his 
want of bodily energy. A very sensitive and earnest 
heart in a feeble body, is apt to give birth, in fanciful 
creations, to an over-softness of portraiture. There is 
som^imes too much of the languor of reacting passion. 
Endymion and other of his heroes^ faint and sleep, and 
almost " die, like Raphael, in the arms of love." It is 
said that Keat* acknowledged, with regret, having occa* 
sionalTy written when his mind was not sufficiently 
braced to its (ask, and when a luxuriant imagination was 
suffered to expend itself, unsusitained by due judgment 
Such lapses were, however, but occasional and tempor- 
ary; The poet's organization from its very delicacy, 
seems to have been peculiarly favourable to luxurious im- 
pressions. We can easily imagine such a man basking 
with delight in the fragrant sunshine of spring, or wrapC 
in quiet delight over a Grecian vase or a beautiful coun- 
tenance. He has one or two festal descriptions which 
are quite delkious : 

.... recline 
Upon these liring flowers. Here ii wins 
Aliverwith sparkles— never, I aver, 
Since Ariadne was a vintngev. 
So cool a purple : taste these juicy peais. 
Sent mc by sad Vertumnus, when his fears 
Were high about Pomona : here is cream 
Deepening to riokMsi from a snowy gleam ; 
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Sweeter than that nane Almathea ■kimm'd 
For the boy Jupiter : and here undimmed 
By any touch, a bunch of blooming plums 
Ready to melt between an infant's gums : 
And here is manna pick'd from Syrian trees 
In starlight by the tiiree Hesperides.* 

And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep. 
In blanch^ linen, smooth and layender'd. 
While he from forth the closet brought a heap 
Of candied apple, quince, and plum and gourd ; 
With jellies sweeter than the creamy curd. 
And lucid syrops tinct with cinnamon ; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd 
From Fez ; and spiced dainties, every one, 
From silken Sarmacand to cedar'd Iiebanon.t 

Perhaps, there is more cant than strict truth, in what 
IS often said about the early promise of a poet who di^ 
young. Perhaps we sometimes mistake the fruit for the 
Uossom. What though the minstrel has struck his harp 
but for an hour ? Perchance that brief space has called 
forth its deepest harmony. What though the eariy- 
called has not written an epic or a tragedy ? If we look 
thoughtfully at his lyric or sonnet, we shall discoFer, it 
may be, the essence of his genius there preserved. What 
if he died young ? There is a poetry ihaX cannot survive 
youth. We are ever lamenting that an admired bard 
does not undertake a great work, when it is more than 
probable that such an office b not adapted to his powers. 
Thanatopsis is as precious as if it formed part of some 
long poem, which few would read. If it is objected that 
the poetical efforts of our day are fragmentary, let it be 
remembered that our times, our reading, and our very 
life, partake of the same character. It is not the amount 
nor the form, but the intrinsic exceUence of poetic crea- 
tions, which is our highest concern. Some of the most 
* Endymioa. t £▼• ^ St Afiies. 
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living and true verses in our language, have been written 
in youth. It is the divine' peculiarity of the art that it 
demands not, but rather repudiates the lessons of life that 
prudence extols. The young poet sometimes executes 
what the old philosopher cannot appreciate. In the fresh- 
ness of the soul are often taken its noblest flights. The 
dreams of youth are sometimes the most truly glorious 
efforts of the human mind. The poetry of Keats is not 
all a ** feverish attempt ;" it is often a mature result. 
He has at least left one poem, which, for invention, struc- 
ture, imagery, and all the elements of the art, is as fault- 
less and as rare a gem as can be found in English litera- 
ture. Judged by its own law, it is a production of itself 
sufficient to stamp its author with the name of a poet 
If it does not live, it will be because taste and the love of 
the beautiful have died. The " Eve of St. Agnes "is a 
delightful and original performance. What an idea of 
cold the first stanza conveys : 

St Agnes* Eve— Ah, bitter chill it wm ! 
The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold ; 
The hare limpM trembling throngh the frozen grass, 
And silent was the flock in woolly fold : 
Numb were the Beadman*s fingers, while he told 
His rosary, ^nd while his frosted breath, 
Like pious incense from a censer old, 
SeemM taking flight for heaven, without a death, 
Past the sweet Virgin's picture, while his prayer he saith. 

This description of moonlight streaming through a 
stained glass-window, is acknowledged to be unrivalled : 

Full on the casement shone the wintry moon, 
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast, 
As down she knelt for heaven's grace and boon : 
Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest, 
And on her silver cross soft amethyst. 
And on her hair a glory, like a saint : 
Sh6 seem'd a splendid angel, newly drest, 
Bftva wings, tor heaven. 
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What poet ever described a maideia tmrol)ing in terms 
of such delicate yet graphic' beauty as these ? 

Anon her heart revives : her vespers done. 
Of all its wreatii^d pearls her hair she frees ; 
Unclasps her wamid jewels one by one ; 
Loosens her fragrant 1>oddioe ; by degrees 
.Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees : 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed. 
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, &c. 

Nor is this all. The poet follows the fair creature to 
her couch, and describes her soul in sleep, as 

Blissfiilly haven'd both from joy and pain ; 
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynims pray ; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain, 
A9 though a rose should shut, and be a bud again, 

VTith this last exquisite metaphor, I take leave of 
Eeats. His genius was a flower of uncommon richness ; 
and, although he meekly laments that . it had '* no depth 
to strike in," its bloom and perfume will never cease to 
charm — ^for he has truly said, that 

A thing of beauty is a joy forever. 
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• Whew the smiles of the muse brighten the intervals of 
a professional life, when she scatters iflowers along the 
path of toilsome duty, and proffers a refreshing cup to the 
wayfarer, how pleasant and cheering is her aspect ! Then 
We forget the annals of privation and despondency with 
which the idea of a poet is too often associated. We 
bless the art that keeps alive, in the midst of worldly in- 
fluences, the original beauty of the soul. We hail as di- 
vine the inspiration that, from time to time, woos the 
busy denizen of a crowded metropolis to the altar of a 
sweet and high communion.. Thus the ideal redeems 
the actual. Thus the mind casts off its work-day vest- 
ments, and is arrayed anew- ia the white robe of child- 
hood : and the heart is freed from the harsh fetters of 
care and custom, to grow brave and fresh again in the 
holy air of song. Of the many aspects which the poetic 
life exhibits, there is none more benign than this ; and 
perhaps in no country is it more frequently presented 
than our own. Some of the noblest eflfusions, which we 
read with a glow of pride at the Uiougfat of their Ameri- 
can origin, sprung earnestly from musings that intervals 
of leisure afforded. Like wild flowers that shed a deli- 
cate odour from the interstices of a rocky cliff, they come 
forth in the holiday moments of a toilsome life. And for 
this very cause are they often more vigorous and lovely. 
It is erroneous to commiserate too strongly th^ ungenial 
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existence to which many poets are doomed. Perhaps 
there are no warmer lovers of the muse than those who 
are only permitted occasionally to gain her favours. The 
shrine is more reverently approached hy the pilgrim from 
afar than the familiar worshipper. Poetry is often more 
heloved by one whose daily vocation is amid the bustle 
of the world. We read of a fountain in Arabia upon 
whose basin is inscribed " drink and away ;" but how 
delicious is that hasty draught, and how long and brightly 
the thought of its transient refreshment dwells in the 
memory ! Contrast is a great element of mental activity. 
The mind of the scholar oflen becomes dull and morbid 
from the very monotony of his impressions; while the 
man of ideal spirit, whose lot is cast amid stem realities, 
turns with a passionate interest and the keenest relish to 
intellectual pastime and poetic freedom. His productions 
often have a glow and life which men of ampler oppor- 
tunities vainly strive to attain ; and the spirit of love in 
which he labours makes bright and moving the graces of 
his song. Thus, although Mr. Procter tells us that 

the spirit languishes and lies 

At mercy of life's dull realities ; 

Tet again he exclaims — 

Oh ! never shall thy name, sweet Poesy, 
Be flung away or trampled by the crowd, 
^ As a thing of little worth, while I aloud 

May (with a feeble voice indeed,) proclaim 
The sanctity, the beauty of thy name. 
Thy gprateful servant am I, for thy power 
Has solaced me through many a wretched hour ; 
In sickness, ay, when frame and spirit sank, 
I turned me to thy crystal cup and drank 
Tntozicating draughts 

And again : 

although the muse and I have parted, 
SJm to hsr aiiy h%\%ht i&dl tft to&U 
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Not discontent, nor wroth, nor gloomy-hearted. 
Because I now must till a rugged soiL 

With learnt Milton, Steele, and Shakspere sago 
I commune when the labouring day is over. 
Filled with a deep delight, like some true lorer 
Whom frowning fate may not entirely sever 
From her whose love, perhaps, is lost forever. 

Procter was at Harrow, with Byron, and while his no- 
ble classmate was enjoying the leisure that fortune se- 
cures, gave his youthful hours to the dry tasks of a con- 
veyancer. At the town of Calne, in Wiltshire, where he 
was placed in the office of a solicitor, his social advan- 
tages were great, for among the residents were Crabbc, 
Moore and Bowles^^ The early diversity in the circum- 
stances of Byron and Procter majked their subsequent 
career. Of the noble poet about as much is known as it 
is possible to communicate. The most minute details of 
his life have become public property. His path has been 
traced in all its windings, the particulars of his daily con- 
duct *' set in a note-book," and his most casual talk chron- 
icled. "Within a very few years, a play was duly repre- 
sented in the north of Iialy, entitled "Lord Byron at 
Venice," in which fact and fiction were ludicrously 
blended. If Procter has no claim to such genius as his 
juFenile companion — if, as he says. 

At Harrow, where, as here he has a name, 
I^-I *m not even on the list of fame; 

There remains to the humbler bard rich consolation in 
the thought of having escaped that microscopic inspec- 
tion and universal comment which marred the peace, and 
profaned the reputation of Byron. Even when the young 
solicitor chose to emerge from obscurity, and present his 
meek appeal for a place in the English Parnassus, he 
came before the public under the assumed name of Barry 
ComvralL This title has now become endeared to the 
16 
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lovers of poetry, and is associated with charming graces 
of diction and overflowings of sentiment that make its 
very mention like the tone of a favourite instrument. It 
is easily gathered from the writings of Procter that his 
' life, devoted as it mainly has been to professional labour, 
boasts a tasteful spirit ; — that genius has redeemed and hal- 
lowed it, and that music, books, and flowers, the love of 
woman, the presence of childhood, the companionship of 
the good and the gifted, and fond dalliance with the 
muses, have kept fresh the dreams of youth, and bright- 
ened the stream of daily thought with the starlight of 
poetry. ^ 

The better moments of this man, as revealed in bis 
writings, bespeak him of a gentle nature and a modest 
bearing. Ill health and a meditative disposition give a 
pleasing melancholy to many of his productions, but it is 
mingled with a quiet enthusiasm and native teodemess 
that charm without exciting. His most original eflforts 
are the Dramatic Scenes. In certain points of style, 
these are modelled upon the old English dramas ; but 
they abound with a winning simplicity and graceful sen- 
timent evidently bom in the poet's mind. There is 
nothing stilted or strained in their flow. Like clear 
streams windinsf beneath odorous branches; amid flowery 
banks, in the soft moonbeams or cheerful sunshine, they 
steal pleasantly onward. They enlist the reader's sym- 
pathy by a kind of delicate truthfulness, and lead him, as 
they did the. public at their first' appearance, cordially to 
hail the author as a genuine poet. " Mirandola " is a 
tragedy which combines not a few of the merits of the 
" Dramatic Scenes," and the dialogue is throughout in- 
teresting. "Marcian Colonna" contains passages of 
peculiar power, and describes some of the most subtle of 
human feelings with rare skill. The rhyme is, perhaps, 
too unstudied, and the meVse and manner free even to 
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carelessness, but there are many felicitous turns of 
thought and expression to balance such defects. " The 
Flood of Thessaly " is an uncommon blank verse poem. 
It is well sustained, and exhibits sometimes a Miltonic 
command of language. Beside these and many other 
elaborate poems, Barry Cornwall has written a volume of 
songs, many of which have become favourites from their 
feeling tone and tasteful simplicity. 

A peculiar attraction in the poetry of this author, is a 
certain spontaneous manner which gives* the idea of sin- 
cerity. His best efforts seem unpremeditated. They be- 
gin as if he knew not how they would end. He appears 
to write as the bee stores its honey, from an instinctive 
principle. There is an apparent absence of art, a tone of 
quiet inspiration analogous to that of an improvisatore. 
Some beautiful object; some touching narrative or moving^ 
experience captivates his mind, and, as if impelled by the 
enthusiasm of the moment, be puts it into rhyme, pausing 
as he goes along, to indulge in a sympathizing reverie, or 
turn aside with an ardent apostrophe. Expression would 
appear easy to Barry Cornwall. Few traces of retention 
of thought and dearth of language are discoverable. 
This delightful freedom, this apparent unconsciousness of 
critical barriers and rules of diction, give a flowing grace 
and a captivating ease to verse that to many readers is an 
essential charm. It is akin to the pleasure of hearing a 
singer who appears to warble like a bird, without effort. 
But the facility is dangerous. It leads to haste, careless- 
ness, want of finish, and repetition of ideas. The poet's 
gold is often beaten out until it becomes thin an^weak ; 
the frame is too loose to hold the picture ; the beautiful 
image loses its fine outline, and the deep sentiment its 
force, for want of concentration and delicate care. And 
such are the blemishes in the poetry of Procter. Yet 
certain portions of his poems are wrought with exquisite 
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skill, and display a verbal as well as an intriosic beauty, 
like the dainty phrases which writers of taste cull from 
the old dramatists. 
Here are some beautiful thoughts sweetly uttered : 
.... How fine 
, And marvellous the subtle intellect is. 
Beauty's creator ! it adorns the body, 
And lights it like a star. It shines forever* 
And, like, a watch-tower to the infidel. 
Shows there's a land to come. 

. , . .The mind is full 
Oi curious changes that perplex itself. 
Just like the visible world ; and the heart ebbs 
Like the great sea, first flows and then retires : 
And on the passions doth the spirit ride. 
Through sunshine and in rain, from good to ill* 
Then to deep vice, and so on back to virtue ; 
Till in the grave, that universal calm. 
We sleep the sleep eternal. 

In budding, happiness is likest wo : 
Great thought is pain until the strengthened mind 
Can lift it into light : the soul is blind 
Until the suns of years have cleared. away 
The film that hangeth round its wedded clay. 
Half the ills we hoard within our hearts. 
Are ills because we hoard them. 
As specimens of fine imagery, take the following : 
A month ago I was happy ! No ; 
Not happy, yet encircled by deep joy. 
Which, though *twas all around, I could not touch. 
But it was ever thus with Happiness : 
Jt is the gay to-morrow of the mind 
That never comes. 

— 

.... No matter. 

ru take my way alone, and burn away- 
Evil or good I care not, so I spread 
Tremendous desolation on my road : 
/// be remembered as huge meteors are. 
By the dismay the-g seolter. 
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I Mem to go 
Calmly, yet with a melancholy step. 
Onward, and onward, ta there not a tale 
Of some man (an Arahian as I think) * 
Who sailed upon the wide sea many days. 
Tossing about, the sport of winds and waters, 
Until he saw an isle toward which his ship 
Suddenly turned ? there is : and he was drawn. 
As by a magnet, on, slowly, until 
The yessel neared the isle ; and then it flew 
Quick as a shooting star, and dashed itself 
To pieces. Methinks I am that man. 

She came amidst the lovely and the proud, 
Peerless ; and when she moved the gallant crowd 
Divided, as the obtequiotu vapors light - 
Divide to let the qtteen moon pass by night, 

.... Hail 
Shot shattering down, and thunders roared aloud, 
And the wild lightning from his dripping shroud 
Unbound his arrowy pinions blue and pale, 
Jind darted through the heavens. 

Sentiment is the characteristic of Barry Cornwall. 
He certainly has written some descriptive fragments of 
striking beauty, but his pictures of scenelry possess no 
great originality. They remind us of other poets. 
Their traits are of a general kind, and do not often con- 
stitute the chief attraction of the poem. It is in unfold- 
ing a sentiment, in giving expression to feeling, that we 
chiefly recognize the individuality of this minstrel. 
Whatever the reader may think of his eye for nature or 
the scope of his fancy, he cannot fail to realize his sen- 
sibility and tenderness. He evidently delights" in por- 
traying the workings of the heart Without the passion 
of Byron, the directness of Bums, or the reflective power 
of Wordsworth, Barry Cornwall possesses a delicacy and 
refined earnestness of soul that enaUei him to speak of 
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love with a rare and touching grace. Hence his poems 
are chiefly based upon tales of " the sweet south." He 
has sought in warm climes and among an imaginative 
race the materials of his song. There is no modem 
English poet who surpasses our author in delineating the 
tender passion. His women are like those of Shakspere, 
the very creatures of affection. They live and move 
only in an atmosphere of sentiment Scattered through 
his works we have the most charming delineations of 
human feeling as modified by mental refinement and a 
fanciful spirit. There is a kind of staple imagery for 
love-scenes that is easily appropriated. A very respecta- 
ble tone of devotion can be invented without difficulty ; 
but the poetry of affection that moves, must be sincere. It 
must spring from a nature capable of deep and romantic 
feeling. Its hues must be caught from the rosy flame it 
would depict ; and its tenderness flow from the fountains 
of emotion in the heart of the bard. Thus is it with 
much of the poetry of Barry ComMmll, as a few con- 
cluding extracts will illustrate : 

I thought thou wast my better angel, doomed 

To guide me through this solitary life 

To some far-off immortal place. 

Where spirits of good assemble to keep watoh. 

Till the foundations of the Earth shall falL ■ 

Iloved thee as became mortality 

Glancing at heaven, 

.... I hare quafifed 
Life from the lips of beauty, and shall I 
Who *ve banqueted like a god, be now content 
With meagre fere, or trust to mortal drugs, 
Jind run a common idler through the worlds 
With not a heart to own me 7 

Oh ! thou bright Heaven, if thou art calling now 
Thy brighter angels to thy bosom-rest. 
For U) ! th« brightest of thy host is gone-* 



Departed— «nd the earth is dark below. 
From land to land 1 11 roam, in all a stranger, 
; Amd 0S the body gtUtu « braver look 
By Btaring in the face af many tcinds^ 
So from the sad aspects of different things 
My soul shaU pluck a courage and bear up 
Against the past, 

, . . My love» my love ! 
How projudly will we pass our Ures together; 
And wander heart-linked through the busy worlds 
Like birds ki Eastern story. 

Give me an intellectual, nobler life ; 
Not fighting like the herded elephants, which. 
Beckoned by some fierce slave, go forth to war, 
And trample in the dust their fellow-brute. 
But let me live amongst high thoughts and smEes 
As beautiful as love ; with grasping hands, 
And a heart that flutters with diviner Ufe^ 
Wheri^er my step is heard. 

My own sweet love ! oh ! my dear, peerless wife 1 
By the blue sky and all its crowding stars, 
I love you better — oh ! far better than 
Woman was ever loved. There's not an hour 
Of day or dreaming night but I am with thee : 
There's not a wind but whispers of thy name. 
And not a flower that sleeps beneath the mooA 
But in its hues or fragrance tells a tale 
Of thee, my love, to thy Mirandola. 

.... No voice of parent epoke 
Ungentle words, which now too often mar 
Life's first £air passion : then no gods of gold 
Usurping swayed with bitter tyranny 
That sad domain, the heart Love's rule was free, 
(Ranging through boundless air, and happy heaven 
And earth,) when Pyrrba veed the Titan's 8on« 

.... there she pined. 
Pale as a propheteai whose Itboiariti^ tabisl 
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Gives out its knowledge ; but her upraised eye$ 
Shone with the languid light of one who loves or dies. 

Then Love came — Loye ! How like a star it streasMd. 

In infancy upon me, till I dreamed, 

And 't was as pure and almost cold a light. 

And led me to the sense of such delight 

As children know not ; so at last I grew 

Enamour'd of beauty and soft pain. 
And felt mysterious pleasure wander through 

My heart, and animate my childish brain. 

He loved : Oh how he loved ! his heart was foil 
Of that immortal passion, which alone 

Holds through the wide world its eternal rule 
Supreme, and with its deep, seducing tone, 

Winneth the wise, the young, the beautiful. 
The brave, and all to bow before its throne ; 

The sun and soul of life, the end, the gain, 

The rich requital of an age of pain. 

0, melancholy Love ! amid thy fears. 
Thy darkness, thy despair, there runs a vein 

Of pleasure, like a smile *midst many tears — 
The pride of sorrow that will not complain — 

JTie exultation that in after years 
The loved one will discover — and in vain. 

How much the heart silently in its cell 

XHd stiffer till it bt oke, yet nothing tell. 

Else — ^wherefore else doth lovely woman keep 
Lock*d in her h^art of hearts, ft-om every gaze 

Hidden, her struggling passion — wherefore weep 
In grief that never while it flows allays 

Those tumults in the bosom buried deep, 
And robs her bright eyes of their natural rays. 

Creation*s sweetest riddle / yet remain 

Just as thou art — man*s only worthy gain. 

Oh power of love, so fearful and so fair — 
• Life of our life on earth, yet kin to care — 
Oh ! thou day-dreaming spirit, who dost look 
Upon the future as the charmed book 
Of Fate, were opeaed to tJawja cj^^ ^ift«r- 
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Thoa who dost cull from moments stolen and gone 

Into eternity, memorial things. 

To deck the days to come — ^thy vevellings 

Were glorious and beyond all others. Thou 

Didst banquet upon beauty once ; and now 

The ambrosial feast is ended ! Let it be 

Enough to say,>*t^ toas.'* Oh ! upon me 

From thy o'crshadowing wings ethereal 

Shake odorous airs, so may my senses all 

Be spell-bound to thy service, beautiful power. 

And on the breath of every coming hour 

Send me faint tidings of the things that were. 

Quick are fond women's sights and clear their powers, 
They live in moments years, an age in hours ; 
Through every movement of the heart they run 
In a brief period with a courser's speed. 
And mark, decide, reject ; but if indeed 
They smile on us — oh ! as the eternal sun 
Forms and illuminates all to which this earth. 
Impregnate by his glance, has given birth. 
Even so the smile of woman 8tam|>s our fates, 
jind corueerates the lave U first ereates ! 
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We have heard much of late regarding the rights and 
sphere of woman. The topic has hecome trite. One 
branch of the discussion, however, is worthy of careful 
notice — the true theory of cultivated and liberal men on 
the subject. This has been gpreatly misunderstood. The 
idea has been often suggested that man is jealous of hit) 
alleged intellectual superiority, while little has been ad- 
vanced in illustration of his genuine reverence for female 
character. Because the other sex cannot always find 
erudition so attractive as grace in woman, and strong 
mental traits so captivating as a beautiful disposition, it 
is absurdly argued that mind and learning are only 
honoured in masculine attire. The truth is, men of feel- 
ing instinctively recognize something higher, than intel- 
lect. They feel that a noble and true soul is greater and 
more delightful than mere reason, however powerful; 
and they know that to this, extensive knowledge and ac- 
tive logical powers are not essential. It is not the attain- 
ments, or the literary talent, that they would have women 
abjure. They only pray that through and above these 
may appear the woman. They desire that the harmony 
of Nature may not be disturbed ; that the essential founda- 
tions of love may not be invaded ; that the sensibility, 
delicacy and quiet enthusiasm of the female heart may 
continue to awaken in man the t nder reverence, which 
Is one of the most elevating o{ hi% ^utiments. 
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Portia is highly intellectnal ; hut even while armyed 
in male costume and enacting the public advocate, the 
essential and captivating characteristics of her true sex 
inspire her mien and language. Vittoria Colonna was 
one of the most gifted spirits of her age — the favourite 
companion of Michael Angelo, ^ut her life and works 
were but the eloquent development of exalted woman- 
hood. Madame Roland displayed a strength of charac- 
ter singularly heroic, but her brave dignity was perfectly 
feminine. Isabella of Spain gave evidence of a mind 
remarkably comprehensive, and a rare degree of judg- 
ment; yet in perusing her history, we are never beguiled 
from the feeling of her queenly character. There is an 
essential quality of sex, to be felt rather than described, 
and it is when this is marred, that a feeling of disappoint- 
ment is the consequence. It is as if we should find vio- 
lets growing on a tall tree. -The triumphs of mind al- 
ways command respect, but their style and trophies have 
diverse complexions in the two sexes. It is only when 
these distinctions are lost, that they fail to interest. It 
matters not how erudite or mentally gifted a woman may 
be, so that she remains in manner and feeling a woman. 
Such is the ,idea that man loves to see realized ; and in 
cherishing it, he gives the highest proof of his estimation 
of woman. He delights to witness the exercise of her 
noblest prerogative. He is charmed to behold her in the 
most effective attitude. He appreciates too truly the 
beauty and power of her nature to wish to see it arrayed 
in any but a becoming dress. There is such a thing as 
female science, philosophy and poetry, as there is female 
physiognomy and taste ; not that their absolute qualities 
differ in the two sexes, but their relative aspect is dis- 
tinct. Their sphere is as large and high, and infinitely 
more delicate and deep than that of man, though not so 
obvious. When they overstep their appropriaite domain^ 
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tnuch (^ thieir mental influence is lost Freely and ptnely 
exerted, it is at opce recognized and loved. Man de« 
lights to meet woman in the field of letters as well as in 
the arena of social life. Jhere also is she his better an* 
gel. With exquisite satisfaction he learns at her feet 
the lessons of mental refinement and moral sensibility. 
From her teachings he catches a grace and sentiment nn« 
written by his own sex. Especially in poetry, beams, 
with starlike beauty, the light of her soul. There he 
reads the records of a woman's heart. He hears from 
her own lips how the charms of Nature and the mysteries 
of Life have wrought in her bosom. Of such women, 
Mrs. Hemans is the most cherished of our day. 

Life is the prime source of literature, and especially of 
its most effective and universal departments. Poetry 
should, therefore, be the offspring of deep experience. 
Otherwise it is superficial and temporary. What phase 
of existence is chiefly revealed to woman ? Which do- 
main of experience is she best fitted by her nature and 
position to illustrate? Undoubtedly, the influence and 
power of the affections. In these, her destiny is more 
completely involved, through these her mind more exclu- 
sively acts, ihan is the case with our sex. Accordingly, 
her insight is greater, and her interest m(»re extensive in 
the sphere of the heart. With a quicker sympathy, and 
a finer perception, will she enter into the history and re- 
sults of the affections. Accordingly, when the mantle of 
song falls upon a woman, we cannot but look for new 
revelations of sentiment. Not that the charms of Nature 
and the majesty of great events may not appropriately at- 
tract her muse ; but with and around these, if she is a 
true poetess, we see ever entwined t&e delicate flowers 
that flourish in the atmosphere of home, and are reared 
to full maturity only under the training of woman. Thus 
the poelic in hex character finds free development. She 
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can here speak with authority. It is, indeed, irreverent 
to dictate to genius, but the themes of female poetry are 
written in the very structure of the soul. Political eco- 
nomy may find devotees among the gentler sex ; and so 
an approach to the mental hardihood of Lady Macbeth 
may appear once in the course of an age ; whereas, every 
year we light on the traces of a Juliet, a Cleopatra and 
an Isabel. The spirit of Mrs. Hemans in all she has 
written, is essentially feminine. Various as are her sub- 
jects, they are stamped with the same image and super- 
scription. She has drawn her prevailing vein of feeling 
from one source. She has thrown over all her effusions, 
not so much the drapery of knowledge, or the light of 
extensive observation, as the warm and shifting hues of 
the heart. These she had at command. She knew their 
effect, and felt their mystery. Hence the lavish confi- 
dence with which she devoted them to the creations of 
fancy and the illustration of truth. 

From the voice of her own consciousness, Mrs. He- 
mans realized what a capacity of joy and sorrow, of 
strength and weakness, exists in the human heart. This 
she made it her study to unfold. The " Restoration of the 
Works of Art to Italy," is, as Byron said when it appeared, 
a very good poem. It is a fine specimen of heroic verse. 
The subject is treated with judgment and ability, and the 
spirit which pervades the work is precisely what the oc- 
casion demanded. Still we feel that any cultivated and 
ideal mind might have produced the poem. There are 
no peculiar traits, no strikingly original conceptions. The 
same may be said of several of her long pieces. It is in 
the " Songs of the AlBfections," and the " Records of Wo- 
man," that the poetess is preeminently excellent. Here the 
field is emphatically her own. She ranges it with a free 
step and a queenly bearing ; and everywhere rich flowers 
spring up in her path, and a glovnog atmotpheiet like tka 
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rosy twilight of her ancestral land, enlivens and illumines 
her progress. In these mysterious ties of love, there is 
to her a world of poetry. She not only celebrates their 
strength and mourns their fragility, but with pensive ar- 
dour, dwells on their eternal destiny. The birth, the 
growth, the decline, the sacrifices, the whole morality and 
spirituality of human love, is recognized and proclaimed 
by her muse. Profoundly does she feel the richness and 
the sadness, the glory and the gloom, involved in the af- 
fections. She thinks it 

( A fearful thing that Love and Death may dwell 
V In the same world ! 

And reverently she declares that 

.... He that sits above 
In his calm glory, will forgive the love 
His creatures bear each other, even if blent 
With a vain worship, for its close is dim 
Ever with grief, which leads the vnrung soul back to Him. 

Devotion continually blepds with and exalts her views 
of human sentiment : 

I know, I Ijnow our love 
Shall yet call gentle angels from above. 
By its undying fervor. .... 

Oh ! we have need of patient faith below, 
To clear away the mysteries of wo .' 

Bereavement has found in Mrs. Hemans, a worthy re 
corder of its deep and touching poetry : 

But, oh ! sweet Friend ! we dream not of Love's might 
Till Death has robed with soft and solemn light 
/ The image we enshrine !— Before that hour. 
We have but glimpses of -the o'ermastering power 
Within us laid ! — then doth the spirit-flame 
With sword-like lightning rend its mortal frame ; 
The wings of that which pants to follow fast, 
Shake their (^ay-bars, as with a prisoned blast, — 
TJbeseaisinottr souUl .... 
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But thoti ! whme thoughts have no hlest home tbore, 
Captiye of earth ! and canst thou dare to lave ? 
To nurse such feelings as delight to rest 
Within that hallowed shrine a parent's breast ? 

To fix each hope, concentrate every tie. 

On one frail idol, — destined but to die ! 

Yet mock the faith that points to worlds of light. 

Where severed souls, made perfect, re-unite ? 

Then tremble ! cling to every passing joy, 

Twined with the life a moment may destroy ! 

If there be sorrow in a parting tear. 

Still let ^* forever '* vibrate on thine ear ! • 

If some bright hour on rapture's wing hath flown, 

Find more than anguish in the thought — 'tis gone ; 

Gro ! to a voice such magic influence give, 

Thou canst not lose its melody and live ; 

And make an eye the lode-star of thy soul. 

And let a glance the springs of thought control ; 

Gaze, on a mortal form with fond delight. 

Till the fair vision mingles with thy sight ; 

There seek thy blessings, there repose thy trust. 

Lean on the willow, idolize the dust ! 

Then when thy treasure best repays thy care, 

Think on that dread **/or«»er," and despair. 

The distinguishing attribute of the poetry of Mrs. He- 
mans is feeling. She sings fervently of the King of 
Arragon, musing upon his slain brother, in the midst of a 
yictorious festival, — of the brave boy perishing at the bat- 
tle of the Nile, at the post assigned him by his fiaither, — 
of Del Carpio upbraiding the treacherous king: — 

" Into these glassy eyes put light, — be still ! keep down thina 

ire, — 
Bid these white lips a blessing speak, this earth is not my sire ! 
Give me back him for whom I strove, for whom my blood wai 

shed, — 
Thou canst not—and a king ? — ^His dust be mountains oa thy 

head!" 
He loosed the steed; his slack hand fell,--upon the silent faee 
Ha caat one long, deep, troubled too]C|— th^Q turned ftonoi tk%l^iiAL 
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His lio|»e was crashed, his after-fate untold in martial strain,-— 
His banner led the spears no more amidst the hills of Spain. 

With how true a sympathy does she trace the prison 
musings of Arabella Stuart, portray the strife of the heart 
in the Greek bride, and the fidelity of woman in the wife 
soothing her husband's dying agonies on the wheel ! 
What a pathetic charm breathes in the pleadings of the 
'* Adopted Child," and the meeting of Tasso and his Sis- 
ter. How well she understood the hopelessness of ideal 
love ! 

O ask not, hope thou not too much 

Of sympathy below — 
Few are the hearts whence one same touch 

Bid the sweet fountains flow : 
Few and by still conflicting powers. 

Forbidden here to meet- 
Such ties would make this world of ours 
Too fair for aught so fleet. 

Nor is it alone in mere sensibility that the poetess ex- 
cels. The loftiness and the dignity of her sex has few 
nobler interpreters. What can be finer in its kind than 
the Swiss wife's appeal to her husband's patriotism? 
Her poems abound in the worthiest appeals to woman's 
faith: 

Her lot is on you — silent tears to weep. 

And patient smiles to wear through Suffering's hour. 
And sumless riches from Affection's deep, 

To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower ! 
And to make idols, and to find them Clay, 
And to bewail their worship — therefore pray ! 

To depict the parting grief of the Hebrew mother, the 
repentant tears of Coeur de Lion at his father's bier, the 
home associations of the Eastern stranger at the sight of 
a palm-tree — these, and such as these, were congenial 
themes to Mrs. Hemans. Joyous as is her welcome to 
Spring, thoughts of the departed solemnize its beauty. 
Sbe invokes the Ocean nol toi \\a %%\s\a ^\\d buried gold, 
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but for the true and brave that sleep in its bosom. The 
bleak arrival of the New-England Pilgrims, and the eve- 
ning devotion of the Italian peasant-girl, are equally con- 
secrated by her muse. Where there is profound love, 
exalted patriotism, and '* a faith touching all things with 
hues of Heaven," — there she rejoiced to expatiate. Fair 
as Elysium appeared to her fancy, she celebrates its 
splendour only to reproach its rejection of the lowly and 
tho loved ; 

For the most loved are they, 
Of whom Fame speaks not with her clarion voice 
In regal halls ! the ahades o'erhung their way. 
The vale with its deep fountain is their choice. 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Around their steps ! till silently they die. 
As a stream shrinks from summer's burning eye. 

And the world knows not then. 
Not then, nor ever, what pure thoughts are fled ! 
Tet these are they that on the souls of men 
Come back, when night her folding veil hath spread. 

The long remembered deiid ! 
But not with thee might aught save glory dwell — 
Fade, fade away, thou shore of Asphodel ! 

It was the opinion of Dr. Spurzheim, an accurate and 
benevolent observer of life, that suffering was essential to 
the rich development of female character. It is interest- 
ing to trace the influence of disappointment and. trial in 
deepening and exalting the poetry of Mrs. Hemans. 
From the sentimental character of her muse, results the 
sameness of which some readers complain in perusing her 
works. This apparent monotony only strikes us when 
we attempt to read them consecutively. But such is not 
the manner in which we should treat a poetess who so 
exclusively addresses our feelings. Like Petrarch's son- 
nets, h^r productions delight most when separately enjoy- 
ed. Her careful study of poetry as an art, and her trohr 
16 
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oonsaentieus care in choofiing her language and forming 
her verse, coald not, even if it were desirable, prevent 
the formation of a certain style. It is obvious, also, that 
her effiurts are unequal. The gems, however, are more 
profusely scattered, than through the same amount of wri- 
ting by almost any other modern poet The department 
of her muse waa a high and sacred one. The path she 
pursued was (me especially heroic, inasmuch as her 
efforts imply the exertion of great entl^usiasm. Such 
lyrics as we love in her pages, are " fresh from the 
fount of feeling." They have stirred the blood of thou- 
sands. They have kindled innumerable hearts on both 
sides of the sea. They have strewn imperishable flow- 
ers around the homes and graves of two nations. They 
lift the thoughts, like an organ's peal, to a " better land,** 
and quicken the purest sympathies of the soul into a 
truer life and more poetic beauty. 

The taste of Mrs. Hemans was singularly elegant. 
She delighted in the gorgeous and imposing* There is a 
remarkable fondness for splendid combination, warlike 
pomp, and knightly pageantry betrayed in her writings. 
Her fancy seems bathed in a Southern atmosphere. We 
trace her Italian descent in the very flow and imagery of 
her verse. There is far less of Saxon boldness of de- 
sign and simplicity of outline, than of the rich colouring 
and luxuriant grouping of a warmer clime. Akin to this 
trait was her passion for Art. She used to say that Mu- 
sic was part of her life. In fact, the mind of the poetess 
was essentially romantic. Her muse was not so easily 
awakened by the sight of a beautiful object, as by the 
records of noble adventure. Her interest was chiefly 
excited by the brave and touching in human experience. 
Nature attracted her rather from its associations with Grod 
and humanity, than on account of its abstract and abso- 
liiW qaalkieB. This foima \!h& gi^l diatinction between 
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her poetry and that of Wordsworth. In the midst of the 
fine scenery of Wales, her infant faculties unfolded. 
There began her acquaintance with life and books. We 
are told of her great facility in acquiring languages, her 
relish of Shakspere at the age of six, and her extraor- 
dinary memory. It is not difficult to understand how 
her ardent feelings and rich imagination developed, 
with peculiar individuality, under such circumstances. 
Knightly legends, tales of martial enterprise — the poetry 
of courage and devotion, fascinated her from the first. 
But when her deeper feelings were called into play, and 
the latent sensibilities of her nature sprung to conscious 
action, much of this native romance was transferred to 
the scenes of real life, and the struggles of the heart. 

The earlier and most elaborate of her poems are, in a 
great measure, experimental. It seems as if a casual 
fancy for the poetic art gradually matured into a devoted 
love. Mrs. Hemens drew her power less from percep- 
tion than sympathy. Enthusiasm, rather than graphic 
talent, is displayed in her verse. We shall look in vain 
for any remarkable pictures of the outward world. Her 
great aim was not so much to describe as to move. We 
discover few scenes drawn by her pen, which strike us 
as wonderfully true to physical fact. She does not make 
us see so much as feel. Compared with most great poets, 
she saw but little of the world. The greater part of her 
life was passed in retirement. Her knowledge of distant 
lands was derived from books. Hence she makes little 
pretension to the poetry of observation. Sketches copied 
directly from the visible universe are rarely encountered 
in her works. For such portraiture her mind was not 
remarkably adapted. There was another process far 
more congenial to her — the personation of feeling. She 
loved to sing of inciting events, to contemplate her race 
in an heroic attitude, to explore the depths of the aouUmad 
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amid the shadows of despair and the tumult of passion, 
point out some element of love or faith imquenched hiy 
the storm. Her strength lay in earnestness of soul. 
Her best verses glow with emotion. When once truly 
interested in a subject, she cast over it such an air of feel- 
ing that our sympathies are won at once. We cannot 
but catch the same vivid impression ; and if we draw from 
her pages no great number of definite images, we cannot 
out imbibe what is more valuable — the warmth and the 
life of pure, lofty, and earnest emotion. 
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The impression often given by Tennyson is similar to 
thai derived from the old painters. There is a vohiptuous 
glow in his colouring, warm and rich as that of Titian, 
yet often subdued by the distinct outline and chastened 
tone of the Roman school ; while the effect of the whole 
is elevated by the pure expressiveness of Raphael. This 
is especially observable in all his love-sketches. Indeed 
we are inclined to believe that Tennyson is a poet chiefly 
through his sentiment. Not a grace of female character, 
not a trait of womanly attraction is lost upon him ; and 
yet it is not a Flemish exactitude that charms us in his 
portraiture ; on the contrary, what we recognize most cor- 
dially is his vagueness. He does not give the detail of 
character or person, nor elaborately depict a love-scene, 
nor minutely analyze a sentiment ; but rather afibrds a 
few expressive hints that, like pebbles thrown into a calm 
stream, create ever-widening circles of association. If 
such an idea may be allowed, Tennyson deals rather in 
atmospheres than outlines. The efiect of his best des- 
criptive touches is owing chiefly to the collateral senti- 
ment in the light of which they fire drawn. In the 
" Miller's Daughter," for instance : 

<* The meal-sack on the whitened floor, 
The dark round of the dripping wheel. 

The very air about the door 

Made misty with the floating meal f^^ 
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is very Crabbe-like, but in the poem it is doubly pictur- 
esque because so naturally inspired by the mcmoTy of 
love. To use one of his own happy expressions, Ten- 
nyson is a " summer-pilot " to those who can heartily 
abandon themselves to his guidance. He gives, it may 
be, but glimpses of Nature, but they are such as to an 
imaginative mind, supersede and far surpass the tedious 
limning of less gifted poets. It has been remarked by»a 
celebrated writer, that " the poet and artist has two things 
to do ; to lift himself above the real, and to keep within 
the circle of the sensuous." In some of Tennyson's po- 
ems this law is exquisitely observed and illustrated. A 
series of physical descriptions constantly make us sensi- 
ble of the actual world, while inwrought with this, the 
feeling of the piece, whether love, sorrow, or remorse, is 
kept vividly before us in all its abstract significance. As 
an instance, take " Mariana.** We may notice, by the 
way, that this is a beautiful example of a true poet's sug- 
gestiveness. In '* Measure for Measure " we have but 
a glance at this " poor gentlewoman." Tennyson intro- 
duces us to the *' moated grange," so that we see her in 
all her desolation. '' The rusted nails that fell from the 
knots that held the peach to the garden wall " — the moss 
crusted on the flower-pots — the poplar that *' shook alway," 
and even the " blue fly that sung in the pane," are im- 
ages full of graphic meaning, and give us the lonely sen- 
siation that belongs to the deserted mansion ; and when, 
at the close of each stanza, the melancholy words of Ma- 
riana, bewailing her abandot^ment, fall on the ear with 
their sad cadence, we take in as completely the whole 
scene and sentiment as if identified with it He is not, 
however, invariably as well sustained in his efforts ; in 
fact, while we do justice to Tennyson's peculiar excellen- 
cies, we cannot but admjt that when half developed or 
pushed to extremea, the^ \)eeom<b defects \ and this ac« 
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counts for the remarkable difference of opinion which 
has been manifested in regard to him. No person of 
sentiment, (I use the word in its best sense,) can fail to 
espouse his claims with enthusiasm, for he has gone sin- 
gularly near the heart of this mystery and written there- 
on with authority. Still he is sometimes grotesque and 
his feeling occasionally is morbid. He has performed 
some miracles of versification, and achieved verbal melo- 
dies, especially in his ballads, that vindicate most sweetly 
our so-called harsh Saxon idiom. Still even on this 
score he is chargeable at least with carelessness ; yet is 
he one of those of whose faults we speak regretfully. 
His genius is, indeed, too precious for cavilling ; let us ra- 
ther endeavour to note some of its traits. 

There is more or less of pathos in all true beauty. 
The delight it awakens has an undefinable and, as it 
were, luxurious sadness, which is perhaps one element of 
its might. It may be that this feeling springs from a 
sense of unattained good, of a perfection of being quite at 
variance with the present, which the beautiful never fails 
to suggest, — in the thought of " beauty and anguish walk- 
ing hand in hand, the downward road to death ;'* or it may 
originate in that half-conscious memory of pre-existence 
to which are so often referred the aspirations of the 
heart. It is this blending of admiration and pity, of ten- 
derness and awe which is the best indication of poetry 
both as an instinct and an art. If in reading or hearing 
read any production for the first time, these primal emo- 
tions are awakened, if an almost infinite capacity seems 
all at once revived, and while melted with a kind of 
pleading love, we are at the same time exalted by venera* 
tion — ^the spirit of poetry is in and around us. Were 
the feeling all pleasure it might be merely imaginative ; 
were it chiefly the zest of novelty it might be gratified 
curiosity ; but the " fearful joy '* of the mood in qoastion 
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is bom where the senses and the soul meet and respond 
to one appeal — where the former thoroughly perceive and 
the latter deeply feels the glory of life and nature. 
** From my little experience," says a great poet of our 
own age, " thus much has become clear to me, that upon 
the whole one cannot through poetry make people happy, 
but, on the contrary, very uncomfortable." To stir asso- 
ciations which mar the complacency of prosaic existence ; 
to renew youth's dreams until they glow in painful con- 
trast with subsequent reality ; to set forth with beauty 
that persuades even against our will ; — the fair ideal — thus 
conforming " the show of things to the desires of the 
soul," is to touch many a chord of wild regret and sug- 
gest numberless hopes too lofty for easy realization. . 
Hence it is only in an heroic spirit that the influence of 
poetry can be made consoling; it is only^in the heart 
which adores truth that " a thing of beauty is a joy for- 
ever." Not to passive recipients of pleasurable reveries 
does the true bard minister. He moves us through oar 
deepest sympathies ; and the best evidence of his presence 
is felt " along the line of limitless desires." That Alfred 
Tennyson thus affects the reader who in any degree en- 
ters into his spirit is undeniable ; and that he thus tri- 
umphs somewhat after an original method is equally 
clear ; and this, in gratitude and sympathy, we can affirm 
without denying that his tone is, at times, not quite health- 
ful, and his style occasionally emasculated by petty and 
needless affectation. 

He has evidently fed his imagination at the best foun- 
tains. We trace continually his intimacy with Shaks- 
pere and Dante. In the " Dream of Fair Women," the 
beautiful description of Cleopatra is evidently drawn from 
the " wrangling queen whom everything becomes," of 
the great dramatist. 
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*• We conned about 
The subject most at heart, more near and near, 
Like doves about a dovecote, wheeling round 
The central wish, until we settled there. 

This fine metaphor we find thus expressed by the 
** grim Tuscan :** 

** Q^ali colombe dal disio chiamate. 

Con Tali aperte a ferme al dolce nido 

Vengon per aere da voler portate."* 

Bqt he makes the wisest use of Dante in frequently 
adopting the sententious and suggestive manner before 
alluded to. It is characteristic of Tennyson > admirably 
to improve familiar materials. Warmed by his imagina- 
tion, clad in his felicitous language, or penetrated by his 
refined sentiment, the hackneyed theme or common ob- 
ject, are re-produced with a new and endearing beauty. 
How finely has he wrought up the old legend of Godiva. 
The description of her unrobing is just such a gem in its 
way, as the same incident in " The Eve of St: Agnes." 
'* Then fled she to her inmost bower and there 

Unclasped the wedded eagles of her belt. 
The grim EarPs gift ; but ever at a breath 

She lingered, looking like a summer moon 
Half dipped in cloud ; anon she shook her head, 

Jind showered the rippled ringlets to her knee ; 
Unclad herself in haste ; adown the stair 

Stole on ; and like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, till she reached 

The gateway ; there she found her palfrey trapt 
In purple, emblazoned with armorial gold." 

Some passages of the " Lotos Eaters," give a sensa- 
tion of luxurious repose far more consciously than the 
Castle of Indolence. How definitely the foUowinfg 
stanza transports us to a beach — 

•« So shape chased shape as swift a» wlien to land 
Bluster the winds and tides the self same way, 

* luferuo ; Canto V 

16* 
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Criip foam-Jlakes §eud along the level eand 
Tarn from the fringe of spray ; 

And this to a woodland — 

Growths of jasmine turned 
Their humid arms festooning tree to tree. 
And at their root through lush green grasses bamed 
The red anemone. % 

In the following verses we have presented three favour- 
ite subjects of the old masters, copied as it were, in 
dainty verbal mosaic : 

'* Or sweet Europa's mantle blew unclasp'd 
From off her shoulder backward borne, 

From one hand droop'd a crocus ; one hand gra^*d 
The wild bull's golden horn. 

• • • • • «r 

" Or else flushed Ganymede, his rosy thigh 

Half buried in the eagle's down. 
Sole as a flying star shot through the sky 

Above4he piilar*d town. 

♦ • • « • 

•' Or the maid-mother by a crucifix. 

In tracts of pasture sunny-warm, 
Beneath branch-work of costly sardonyx. 

Sat smiling babe in arm.'* 

Truth is the aim and essence of poetry as c^ science 
and art. It is in the endeavour to attain the essential 
features of a landscape, or the absolute facts of a moral 
experience, to bring them out almost palpably and to take 
them home to the reader's perception and sympathy — 
that the poet exercises his peculiar vocation. He may be 
eaid to be in love with Truth ; and as Thomson was en- 
amoured of the phenomena of outward nature, Byron of 
the adventurous, and Shelley of the ideal, Tennyson 
seems the devoted lover of truth in human relations, and 
especially in those based on voluntary sympathy and in- 
stinctive attraction. He has faith in that comfort which 

springs only from " 4ma\ou o{ xha records of the mind." 

He is one of those 
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« Dowered with the hate of hate, the flcorn of acorn, 
J%e love of iove,*' 

We know not a more clear and effective plea against 
inconstancy — a more just and at the same time convin- 
cing argument in favour of the soul's rights as opposed 
to external benefits, than " Locksley Hall." Never, in 
our language at least, has infidelity, its consequences and 
influence been so truly exemplified. The workings of a 
noble mind under the withering consciousness of wasted 
and baffled afiection, appear in undisguised earnestness. 
Few single poems have awakened more responses. To 
the large number who have compromised their senti- 
ment, its stately lines must be as arrows of remorse ; to 
the faithless it oflfers a picture of the evil they have caus- 
ed, that silence the benign excuse — " they know not what 
they do" ; and to the betrayed it revives in characters of 
fire, the hour of their self-pity and tearful scorn ! In this 
poem we have the appeal of Love against Gain ; in 
" Vere de Vere," " Lady Clare" and « The Lord of Bur- 
leigh" — against Birth. ** Dora" is a sweet pastoral, hint- 
ing the eflfeci of familiarity upon the affections. " The 
Talking Oak" gives expression to love in its flower, and 
the " Miller's Daughter" in its fruition ; while the birth 
»f the passion is described with smgular delicacy in the 
" Grardener's Daughter." 

In these and similar compositions, Tennyson opens new 
leaves in the heart ; he bathes the fancy in the most 
entrancing illusions, and leads us gently back to the sour- 
ces of rich and heavenly feeling. Nor is his sentiment 
mere tenderness ; from the idea of loyalty amid obstacles, 
or self-sacrific(» to the sense of right, it oflen is associated 
with the noblest resolution and the sweetest dignity. He 
asks; 

" Of love that never found an earthly close, 

What sequel ? Streaming eyes and breaking hearts ? 

Or all the same as if he had noW^^XiX 
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" If this were thus, if this indeed were all^ 

Better the narrow brain, the atony heart. 

The staring eye glazed o'er with sapless days. 

The long, mechanic pacing, to and fro. 

The set gray l\fe and apathetic end. 

But am I not the nobler through thy love 7 

O these times less unworthy ! likewise thou 

Art more through love, and greater than thy years. 

The sun will run his orbit and the moon 

Her circle. Wait, and Love himself unll bring 

The drooping power of Knowledge changed to fruit 

Of Wisdom. Wait : my faith is large in Time, 

Jind that which shapes it to some perfect end." 

" Love and Duty," from which this extract is gleaned, 
reminds us of the selectest passages of the old dramatists 
in its united clearness and fervour. Who that has ever 
renounced from principle that to which his soul clung, 
feels not the significance of such language as this ? 

" then, like those that clench their nerves to rush 
Upon their dissolution, we two rose. 
There — closing like an individual life — 
In one blind crj of passion and of pain. 
Like bitter accusation even to death. 
Caught up the whole of love and uttered it. 
And bade adieu forever . 
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Gbnuine verse is an excellent safety-valve. I once 
heard the publication of a lady*s effusions regretted by 
one of her sex, on the ground that she had *' printed her 
soul." The objection is not without significance to a re- 
fined nature, but its force is much diminished by the fact 
that poetry is " caviare to the general." It is the feir 
aloiie who possess any native relish for the muse, and a 
still more select audience who can trace the limits between 
fancy and the actual, or discover the separate fruits 6[ 
personal experience and mere observation. Those capa- 
ble of thus identifying the emanations of the mind with 
traits of character, and recognizing the innate desires or 
peculiar affections of a writer, and plucking out the heart 
of his mystery, will be the very ones to reverence his se- 
cret, or at least to treat it with delicacy. The truth is, 
no one can reach the fountains of emotion in another, ex- 
cept through sympathy — ^and there is a freemasonry, an 
instinctive mutual understanding thus awakened, which 
makes the revelation sacred. Accordingly there is little 
danger of a compromise of self-respect in uttering to the 
world our inward life, if any proper degree of tact and 
dignity is observed. The lovers of poetry are thus gra- 
tified ; the deeper sentiments and higher aspirations of 
the universal heart are confirmed ; solace is afibrded the 
unhappy by confessions of kindred sorrow— and all the 
while, the privacy of the individual is uninvaded. At the 
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same lime, let us acknowledge that authorship, as a career, 
is undesirable for a woman. Only when duty lends her 
sanction, or pre-eminent gifts seem almost to anticipate 
destiny, can the most brilliant exhibition of talent add to 
the intrinsic graces or true influence of the sex. There 
are circumstances, however, which not only justify but 
ennoble publicity. There are' situations in life which in 
a manner evoke from retirement those whose tastes are 
all for seclusion. If we look narrowly inta the history 
of those with whose thoughts and feelings literature has 
made us most intimate, it will often appear that in them 
there was combined a degree of sensibility and reflectioD 
which absolutely, by the very law of the soul, must find 
a voice, and that it was the pressure of some outward ne- 
cessity, or the pain of some inward vmd that made that 
Toice — (fain to pour itself out in low and earnest tones) 
--audible to all mankind. Some one has said that fame 
18 love disguised. The points of a writer are usually 
those wherein he has been most alone ; and they owe 
their effect to the vividness of expression which always 
Tesults from conscious self-reliance. Literary vanity is a 
frequent subject of ridicule ; but many confound a thirst 
for recognition with a desire for praise. The former is 
a manly as well as a natural sentiment* Indeed there is 
something noble in the feeling which leads an ardent 
mind — ^looking in vain for a response to its oracles among 
the fellow creatures amid which its lot is cast — to appeal 
to a wider circle and send its messages abroad on the 
wings of the press, in the hope and faith that some heart 
will leap at the tidings and accept them as its own. I am 
persuaded that this truly human craving for sympathy 
and mteihgent communion, is frequently mistaken foe a 
weaker and more selfish appetite — the morbid love of 
fame. High-toned and sensitive beings invariably find 
their moat native alimenx in ^csoual associations. They 
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are sufficiently aware that notoriety profanes, that tho 
nooks, and not the arena of life aflford the hest refresh- 
ment. It is usually because poverty, ill health, domestic 
trial, political tyranny, or misplaced affection, has deprived 
their hearts of a complete sanctuary, that they seek for 
usefulness and honour in the fields of the world. 

" My poems'," says Miss Barrett, " while full of faults, 
as I go forward to my critics and * confess, have my soul 
and life in them." We gather from other hints in the 
preface and especially from her poetry itself, that the 
life of which it is ^' the completest expression "attainable, 
has been one of unusual physical suffering, frequent 
loneliness and great study. As a natural result there is a 
remarkable predominance of thought and learning, eveu 
m the most inartificial overflow of her muse. Continu* 
ally we are met by allusions which indicate familiarity 
with classic lore. Her reveries are imbued with the spi- 
rit of antique models. The scholar is everywhere co- 
evident with the poet. In this respect Miss Barrett dif- 
fers from Mrs, Hemans and Mrs. Norton, in whose effu- 
sions enthusiasm gives the tone and colour. In each 
we perceive a sense of beauty and the pathos bom 
of grief, but in the former these have a statuesque, and in 
the two latter a glowing development. The cheerfulness 
of Miss Barrett appears the fruit of philosophy and faith. 
She labours to reconcile herself to life through wisdom 
and her religious creed, and justifies tenderness by reason. 
This is a rather masculine process. The intellect is the 
main agent in realizing such an end. Yet discipline and 
isolation explain it readily; and the poetess doubtless speaks 
from consciousness when she declares the object of her 
art *? to vindicate the necessary relation of genius to suf- 
fering and self-sacrifice." The defect of poetry thus con- 
ceived is the absence of spontaneous, artless and exube- 
rant feeling. There is a certain hardness and (bnnality, 
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a want of abandon of manner, a lack of gushing melodyi 
such as takes the sympathies captive at once. We are 
conscious, indeed — painfully conscious — that strong feei- 
ng is here at work, but it is restrained, high-strung and 
profound. The human seems to find no natural repose, 
and strives, with a tragic vigour that excites admiration, 
to anticipate its spiritual destiny even while arrayed in 
mortal habiliments. Without subscribing to her theology 
we respect her piety. " Angelic patience " is the lesson 
she teaches with skill and eloquence. • She would have 
the soul ever '* ruMer than its moodJ*^ In her isolation 
and pain she communed with bards and sages, and found 
in their noble features, encouragement such as petty joys 
failed to give. She learned to delight in the ideals of hu- 
manity and gaze with awe and love on their 

Sublime significance of month. 
Dilated nostrils full of youth. 
And forehead royal with the truths 

In her view, 

Life treads on life and heart on heart — 
We press too close in church and mart. 
To keep a dream or grave apart. 

And from all this she turns to herself, and cherishes 
her individuality with a kind of holy pride. She seeks 
in the ardent cultivation of her intellectual resources a so- 
lace for the wounds and privations of life. She reflects 
intensely — traces the footsteps of heroes— endeavours to 
make the wisdom of the Past and the truths of God her 
own — and finds a high consolation in embodying the 
fruits of this experience in verse: 

In my large joy of sight and touch. 
Beyond what others count as such, 
lam content to suffer much. 

It would argue a stian^ m^exk^ibUity not to recogoise 
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a redeeming beauty in such an example. Miss Barrett 
is an honour to her sex, and no meniber thereof can fail 
to derive advantage from the spirit of her muse. It 
speaks words of " heroic cheer," and suggests thoughtful 
courage, sublime resignation, and exalted hope. At the 
same time, we cannot but feel her incompleteness^ We 
incline to, and have faith in less systematic phases of 
woman's character. There is a native tenderness and 
grace, a child-like play of emotion, a simple utterance 
that brings more genial refreshment. We do not depre- 
cate Miss Barrett's lofty spirit and brave scholarship. 
They are alike honourable and efficient ; but sometimes 
they overlay nature and formalize emotion, making the 
pathway to the heart rather too long and coldly elegant 
for quick and entire sympathy. Yet this very blending 
of sense and sensibility, learning and iove, reason and 
emotion, will do nrach and has already done much (as 
we can perceive by recent criticisms) to vindicate true 
sentiment and a genuine devotion to the beautiful. These 
glorious instincts are sternly rebuked every day under 
the name of enthusiasm, imagination and romance, as 
vain and absurd, by those who have intelligent but whol- 
ly practical minds. The sound and vigorous thought 
'visible in Miss Barrett's poetry, and the self-dependence 
she inculcates, will command the respect and win the at- 
tention of a class who sneer at Tennyson as fantastic, and 
Keats as lack-a-daisical. They jnay thus come to rea- 
lize how the most kindling fancies and earnest love, ay, 
the very gentleness and idealism which they deem so 
false and weak, may co-exist with firm will, rare judg- 
ment, conscientiousness and truth, lending them both fire 
and grace, and educing from actual and inevitable ill, 
thoughts of comfort like these. 

Think ! the shadow on the dial 
For the nature most undone. 
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Harks the passing of the trial, 

Proves the presence of the eunf 
Look ! look up in starry passion, 

To the throne above the spheres. 
Learn ! the spirit* s gravitation 

Still must differ from the tear's. 
Hope ! with all the strength thou uaeat 

In embracing thy despair ; 
Love ! the earthly love thou lovest 

Shall return to thee more fair; 
Work ! make clear the forest tangling 

Of the wildest stranger land ; 
Trust ! the blessed deathly angels 

Whisper *' Sabbath hours at hand.** 

Miss Barrett's imagery is often Dantesque and Mlltonic 
She evinces a certain distrust of her own originality 
but her tastes, both natural and acquired, obviously ally 
her to the more thoughtful and rhetorical poets. In the 
" Drama of Exile" are numerous passages, bom of the 
same earnest contemplations which give such grave im- 
port to the language of the sightless bard of England, 
and the father of Italian song. The following are exam- 
ples to the purpose : 

.... As the pine. 
In Norland forests, drops its weight of sorrows 
By a night's grow.h, so growing towards my ends 
I drop thy counsel. 

Drawing together her large globes of eyes, 
The light of which is throbbing in and out. 
Around their continuity of gaze. 

AdaiB, as he wanders from Paradise, exclaims, 

How doth tho wide and melancholy earth 
Gather her hills around us gray and ghast, 
And stare tmth blank significance of loss 
Right in our faces. 

Lucifer narrates an incident with singular vividness : 
Dost thou remember, Adam, when the curse 
Took us from Eden ^ Oil ^ mowxiVaixv '^eak 
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Half-sheathed in primal woods, and glittering 

In spasms of awful sunshine, at that hour 

A lion couched — part raised upon his paws, 

With his calm, massive face turned full on thine, 

^nd his mane listening. When the ended curse 

Left silence m the world, right suddenly 

He sprang up rampant, and stood straight and stiff. 

As if the new reality of death 

Were dashed against his eyes — ^and roared so fierce, 

(Such thick, carniverous passion in his throat 

Tearing a passage through the wrath and fear,) 

And roared so wild, and smote from all the hills 

Such fast, keen echoes, crumbling down the oaks. 

To distant silence, that the forest beasts, 

One after one, did mutter a response 

In savage and in sorrowful complaint, 

Which trailed along the gorges. Then at once 

He fell back, and rolled crashing from the height. 

Hid by the dark-orbed pines." 

Lucifer's curse is a grand specimen of blank verse. As 
instances of terse and meaning language, take the two 
brief stanzas descriptive of Petrarch and Byron. The 
phrase " forlornly brave," applied to the latter, is very 
significant : 

Who from his brain-lit heart hath thrown 
A thousand thoughts beneath the sun, 
All perfumed with the name otf one. 

• * • 4> « 

And poor, proud Byron, sad as grave, 
And salt as life, forlornly brave. 
And grieving with the dart he drave. 

'« The Rhyme of the Duchess of May" and " Bertha in 
the Lane" are by no means perfect, artistically speaking, 
but they have genuine pathos. " To Flush, my Dog" 
is apt as a piece of familiar verse. " Cowper's Grave" 
and " Sleep" have a low, sad music, at once real and 
affecting; while many of the lines in " Geraldine" ring 
noWy and sweet ; and in " The Crowned and Wedded," 
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" The Lady's Yes," and other minor pieces, the trne 
dignity of her sex is admirahly ilhistrated. While thus 
giving Miss Barrett due credit for her versatile talent, 
we repeat that, in our vie^, the most interesting phase of 
her genius is her sincere recognition of that loyalty and 
tenderness — that " strong necessity of loving," and that 
divine reality of the heart, which are essential to all that 
is moving in poetry and all that is winsome in experience. 
Could we not trace the woman heneath attainment and 
reflection, our admiration might he excited, hut our sym- 
pathies would not awaken. 

The most beautiful passages of the " Drama," to our 
thinking, are such as these : 

^dam, Grod ! T render back 

Strong benediction and perpetual praine 
From mortal, feeble lips (as incense smoke 
Out of a little censer may fill heaven) 
That thou in striking my benumbed hands. 
And forcing them to drop all othier boons 
Of beauty and dominion and delight,' 
Hast left this well-beloved Eye-— this life 
Within life, this best gift between their palms 
In gracious compensation ! 

• • • • • 

my God ! 
In standing here between the glory and dark — 
The glory of thy wrath projected forth 
From Eden's wall ; the dark of our distress 
Which settles a step off in the drear world — 
Lift up to thee the hands from whence have fallen 
Only Creation** sceptre^ thanking thee 
That rather thou hast cast me out with her 
Than left me lorn of her in Paradise, 
With angel looks and angel songs around, 
To show the absence of her eyes and voice, 
And make society full desertnesa 
Without the uses of her comforting. 
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.... Because with her I stand 
Upright as far as can be in the fall. 
And look away from heaven, which doth accnffeme; 
And look up from the earth which doth convict me. 
Into her face ; and crown my discrowned brow. 
Out of her love ; and put the thoughts of her 
Around me for an Eden full of birds ; 
And lift her body up — thus — to my heart ;. 
And with my lips upon her lips thus, thus — 
Do quicken and sublimate my mortal breathy 
Which cannot climb against thf gravels st€ep sidet. 
But overtops this grief. .... 

The essence of all beauty I call love. 
The attribute, the evidence and end, 
The consummation to the inward sense 
Of beauty apprehended from without 
I still call love. .... 

.... Mother of the world. 
Take heart before His presence. Rise, aspire 
Unto the calms and magnanimitiest 
The lofty uses and the noble ends. 
The sanctified devotion and full work, 
To which thou art elect forev^rmore, . 
First woman, wife and mother ! 
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Fine social qualities are not so generally esteemed in 
this country as beyond the sea. Leisure is requisite for 
their exercise and enjoyment, and the vast majority of 
Americans are so busy, that a late traveller complains he 
could seldom find an opportunity to converse among 
them. The stranger doubtless used the phrase in its 
highest signification. Madame de Stael says, that the 
only legitimate subjects of conversation are those of uni- 
versal interest. There are few readier methods whereby 
the mind can be set free from egotistical annoyances and 
narrow cares, than by such high and liberal communion. 
Genius is not restricted to the use of mechanical imple- 
ments. The pen and the easel are not the only means 
by which gifted spirits impress us. The world is singu- 
larly unjust in its estimate of mental activity and useful- 
ness. " Why should I be always writing ?" asked Dr. 
Johnson, and who doubts now, that his talk was more 
efficient than his pen-craft ? The auditors of Coleridge, 
who were capable of appreciating his eloquence, never 
complain that he produced so little; and those whose 
privilege it was to listen to the fluent wisdom of Allston, 
felt most deeply that he was not born merely to transfer 
his conceptions to canvass. The social powers and sym- 
pathies are a constituent element of genius. Quickened 
and warmed by their affections, the poet and artist are 
unconscious of \abo\rc. It is the aimless and lonely 
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efforts of the recluse, that bear the stamp of constraint. 
We can imagine what a work of love it was for the old 
masters to portray the beings to whom they were 
attached ; and these are their fairest trophies. Petrarch's 
heavy epic is neglected, but the sonnets which were the 
genial overflowings of his enamoured heart are immortal. 
Are not the fresh, strong traits of the old English drama, 
somewhat owing to the mutual labours of their authors ? 
Had not the pleasant gatherings at Wills' and Button's, 
considerable influence in producing the early British 
essayists? In truth, the social relatiojis of genius form 
its best nursery and home. The attrition of mind with 
mind ; the frank and kindly interchange of feeling, and 
the cheering ministrations of friendship, throw an atmos- 
phere around the sensitive and ardent mind, in which its 
sweetest flowers bloom, and its best fruits mature. It 
was to please Lady Hesketh, that Cowper wrote the 
Task. There is no inspiration like love and friendship. 
The image of an endeared, being is more encouraging to 
the child of song than any vision of ambition. " How 
hollow," exclaims Mrs. Hemans, in one of her letters, 
" how hollow seems the voice of Fame to an orphan !" 
There is something, too, that frequently chills all 
glow of thought in the very idea of the public. Comr 
pare jthe spontaneous letter with the long considered arti- 
cle; the versatile chat, full of individuality, with the 
monotonous dissertation so very scholar-like in style as 
to be attributed with equal reason, to fifty diflerent wri* 
ters. There is a certain etiquette, which every gentle- 
man observes in a promiscuous assembly, that often 
effectually conceals his most interesting points of charac- 
ter, and identifies him with the multitude. A similar 
rule obtains in literature. To address the great mass 
with whom we have no intimate association, often seems 
jLprasamptuoiis or hopeless effort, and reneration for tha 
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select yet equally unknown few, will daunt or formalize 
endeavour. But it is not a wearisome task to charm 
minds with whose tastes we are intimate, to enliven 
hearts that are devoted to our welfare, to delight a circle 
with which we are allied by the ties of old acquaintance 
and warm regard. One of our poets has written : 

•' Friends my soul with joy remembers. 
How like quivering flames they starts 
When I fan the living embers 
On the hearth-stone of my heart." 

Drake was an interesting Example of the fostering in- 
fluence of happy associations. Without these it may be 
doubted if he would ever have become known to fame. 
His was one of thosfe gentle natures that, from a divine 
Hdstinct, concentrate their sources of happtneM. He had 
no faith in that coarser philosophy which stakes Hfe'e 
dearest hopes on the br6ad arena of the world. Familiar 
with the true inheritors of literary glory, he never could 
mistake temporary reputation for enduring fame. His 
taste was too refined, and his standard of excellence too 
exalted, to permit him to feel any complac'ency in regard 
to his own effusions. To Ibmestic and. social pleasures 
he looked fot enjoyment, and poetry was chiefly valued 
as imparting to these pew grace and sprightliness. It 
was only by degrees that the inquisitive public discovered 
m Drake the author of those spirited local poems, which^ 
under the signature of Croaker, imparted such attractimi 
to the newspapers of the day. Indeed, the truth was r^ 
vealed, as the secrets of more lucrative trades often are, 
by the hazardous experiment of taking a partner. It 
was soon discovered that the mysterious " Co.^* was no 
other than Halleck, and thence his friend's agency was 
easily inferred. This modest spirit was equally mani- 
fested by the poet during his last illness, when he exhib^ 
hed perfect iAdififetence «&\&\lcA&tAQf his writiiig8» and 
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obviously held them m very light estimation. The Cul- 
prit Fay for a long period only existed in manuscript, 
and was not printed until several years after the author's 
death. Indeed, he infinitely preferred love to admira- 
tion. The society and affection of his friends, was too 
precious to be weighed in the balance with renown. His 
brief career was devoted to his profession and the care of 
his family ; and his recreations sought in literature and 
the companionship of a few kindred minds. "When he 
returned from Louisiana in his twenty-sixth year, and 
found the disease on account of which he had made the 
voyage, wholly unalleviated, he became more than ever 
devoted, until his decease, which soon occurred, to these 
familiar and cherished resources. Drake's character 
must have been peculiarly endearing. His mental gifts 
alone would excite strong interest, but unallied, as they 
seem to have been, with ambition, how greatly their 
attraction was enhanced ! Talent, which is absolutely 
given to personal objects, claims no suffrages from the 
heart ; but the man of superior gifts, who voluntarily 
offers them at the altar of disinterested aflfection, cannot 
but win permanent and deep regard. Accordingly, the 
author of the Culprit Fay, young as he was, left a 
memory consecrated by the most tender regret. His 
cultivated taste gave an uncommon value to his literary 
opinions; his graceful humour threw a rare charm 
around the fireside, and his beautiful imagination 
hallowed the scenes of nature. Halleck's tribute is elo- 
quent from its very simplicity. Earnest indeed, must 
have been the grief which thus silenced a harp so often 
struck in unison with that of the departed : 

" Where hearts, whose truth is proven. 
Like thine, are laid in earth. 
There should a wreath be woven 
To tell the wciM their north. 
17* 
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" And I, who woke each morrow 
To clasp thy hand in mine. 
Who shared thy joy and sorrow. 
Whose weal and woe were thine. 

** It should -be mine to braid it 
Around thy faded brow. 
But Fve in vain essayed it, 
Jind feel T cannot now,^ 

The miscellaneous poems, of Drake are (ew. They 
indicate plower of language and strong feeling, but there 
is nothing particularly characteristic about them. Leon 
is a promising fragment, with some very happy descrip- 
tive touches. The change which grief occasions ia 
beauty, is thus strikingly portrayed : 

^ But he who casts his gaze upon her now. 
And reads the traces written on her brow. 
Had scarce believed her's was that form of light 
That beamed like fabled wonder on the sight ; 
Her raven hair hung down in loosened tress 
Before her wan cheek's pallid ghastlin^s ; 
And, thro' its thick locks, showed the deadly white. 
Like marble glimpses of a tomb at night.** 

The last phrase in the following lines gives an excel- 
lent idea of a kind of female loveliness almost peculiar 
to this country : 

*< With so much graceful sweetness of address. 
And such a form of rounded slendemtss.** 

Of his minor poems, the " American Flag *' is die 
best known. It is remarkably spirited, although some- 
what deformed by laboured epithets. The fourth stanza 
is perhaps the best and as glowing an efiusion of patriot- 
ism as may be readily found in the same comnass : 

« Flag of the seas ! on ocean wave 
Thy stars shall glitter o'er the brave ; 
When death, careering on the gale. 
Sweeps dttki^ T^xmd t)cub WU«d «ail. 
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And flighted waves rush wildljr btbck 
'Before the broadjdde's reeling raclk* 
£acfa dying wanderer of the sea 
Shall look at once to heaven and thee^ 
And smile to see thy splendours fly 
In triumph o'er his closing eye.** 

liet us turn to the most original of Drake'is writingSt 
thw on which his fame as a poet chiefly, rests-r-" The 
€iilprit Fay." 

Success in what may be called the poetty of Fancy, 
is comparatively rare. To describe what powerfully af- 
fects us req.uires command of language and - imaginative 
power ; but the chief requisite to such an end is intense 
feeling.. Byron's peculiar energy lay almost wholly in 
this single attribute. His poetry is a reflection rather 
than a picture. It mirrors the struggles, the rapture, and 
the gloom, within his own heart ; verse is the crucible in 
which his thoughts and emotions are fused and moulded 
mtx) words. . The poetry which springs from pure inven- 
tion, which has " airy nothing'* for its material, and suc- 
ceeds in giving to this a ^* local habitation and a name," 
implies a creative faculty. This is true when the sub- 
ject illustrates actual life, when a congruous and efie&- 
tive tale of human weal or sorrow is woven ; but it is 
emphatically true virhen the subject itself has no prece- 
dent in common experience. It has been soiid that to 
transfuse bur own life into what is feigned, is the preroga- 
tive of genius alpne. It is certainly a very uncommon 
triumph to succeed in forming a consistent narrative, with 
.ideal personages for its characters, which shall powerfully 
interest the imagination, and at the same time satisfy the 
judgment. This was achieved by Drake in " The Culprit 
Fay." It borrows just enough reality from the natural 
world to make its fanciful hero seem an actual being. 
It! incideata araisir, faiit thek details mn. 90 MkiimmW 
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conceived that interest is not only awakened but sustained. 
The metre is admirably varied. There are two or three 
verbal crudities, but, as a whole, the taste and spirit in 
which the design is wrought out is excellent. Of this 
class of poetry, some scenes in the Midsummer's Night's 
Dream, and the description of Queen Mab, by Mercutio, 
are exquisite specimens. The few who are fitted to ex- 
cel as fanciful poets, are apt to fail from the abstract and 
cold beauty of their imagery, or the elaborate plan of the 
argument. Shelley was a remarkable instance in point. 
His ** Revolt of Islam" abounds in pure fancy, but there 
is so little that appeals to primal sympathy, that most 
readers wonder at his genius rather than love its crea- 
tions. A sweet atmosphere borrowed from this breathing 
world, insensibly blends with the aerial machinery of 
*' The Culprit Fay." His sufferings and mortifications 
excite compassion, his adventures are followed with keen 
curiosity, and his success hailed with delight : and this, 
notwithstanding he is depicted as " a creature of the ele- 
ment" This ingenious and brilliant production originated 
in a discussion which, under one or another guise, is 
constantly renewed — the poetical capabilities of our young 
republic. It was argued by one that the absence of ro- 
mantic associations, and the time-hallowed shrines of the 
Past, rendered this country an inhospitable home for the 
muses. Another suggested that our history was too re- 
cent to furnish impressive themes of song. Drake main- 
tained that genius is independent of time and place, and 
that the poet, from the rich stores of his own invention, 
could array the freshest scene with grace and solemnity. 
But this, urged his opponent, includes the necessity of 
ideal characters, and no strong human interest will at- 
tach to these. The poet was confident of the principle 
upon which his faith was based ; and he determined to 
convince his friends by er^ntc^iil instead of reasoning. 
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Centuries hence, perchance, some lover of " The Old 
American Writers" will speculate as ardently as Monk- 
barns himself, about the site of Sleepy Hollow. Then 
the Hudson will possess a classic interest, and the asso- 
ciations of genius and patriotism may furnish themes to 
illustrate its matchless scenery. " The Culprit Fay" will 
then be quoted with enth isiasm. Imagination is a pe'r- 
verse faculty. Why should the ruins of a feudal castle 
add enchantment to a knoll of the Catskills ? Are not 
the Palisades more ancient than the aqueducts of the Ro- 
man Campagna ? Can bloody tradition or superstitious 
legends really enhance the picturesque impression de- 
rived from West Point ? The heart forever asserts its 
claim. Primeval nature is often coldly grand in the view 
of one who loves and honours his race ; and the outward 
world is only brought near to his spirit when linked with 
human love and sufTering, or consecrated by heroism and 
faith. Yet, if there ever was a stream romantic in itself, 
superior from its own wild beauty, to all extraneous 
charms, it is the Hudson. Who ever sailed between its 
banks and scanned its jutting headlands, — the perpendicu- 
lar cliffs, — ^the meadows over which alternate sunshine and 
cloud, — umbrageous. woods, masses of grey rock, dark ce- 
dar groves, bright grain -fields, tasteful cottages, and fairy- 
like sails ; who, after thus feasting both sense and soul, 
through a summer day, has, from a secluded nook of 
those beautiful shores, watched the moon rise and tip the 
crystal ripples with light, and not echoed the appeal of 
the bard ? 

" Tell me — where'er thy silver bark be steering, 
By brisjht Italian or soft Persian lands. 
Or o'er those island-studded seas careering. 

Whose pearl-charged waves dissolve on coral strands : 
Tell if thou visitest, thou heavenly rover, 
A lovelier scene than this the wide world over ?"* 

* H«ABaB*s " Moonlight on Um Hodaoa.** 



5tt8 THOUGHTS "O^ ¥HK FOETS. 

.Itvmswnere 

** The mo^n looks down on old Crow Nest, 
And mellows the shade on his craggy hreasty** 

that Drake laid the scene of his poem. The story is of 
•siinple construction. The foiries are called U^ether, at 
this chosen hour, not to join in dance or revel, hot to sit 
in judgment on one of their number who has broken hk 
▼estal vow : 

** He has loved ah earthly maid. 
And left for her his woodland shade ; 
He has lain upon her lip of devii 
And sunn'd him. in her eye of blue, 
Fann*d her cheek with his wing of air, 
Play'd in the ringlets of her hair. 
And nestling on her snowy l>reast, 
F«got the lily«king's behest" 

His sentence is thus pronounced : 

** Thou shalt seek the beach of sand, 

Where the water bounds the elfin land ; 

Thou shalt watch the oozy brine 

TiU the sturgeon leaps in the bright moonshine, 

Then dart the glittering arch below, 

And catch a drop from his silver bow.'* 
***** 

•* If the spray-bead gem be won. 

The stain of thy wing is wash'd away. 

But another erraAd must be done 
Ere thy crime be lost for aye ; 

Thy flame-wood lamp is quench'd and dark. 

Thou must re-illume its spark ; 

Mount thy steed, and spur him high 

To the heaven's blue canopy ; 

And when thou see'st a shooting star. 

Follow it fast and follow it far — 

The last faint spark of its burning- train 

Shall light thy elfin lamp again." 

Evil sprites, both of the air and water, oppose the Fay 
in bia missioii of penance. He is sadly baffled and 
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tempted, but at length conquers all difficultiei, and his 
tmmphant return is hailed with '^ dance and song,, and 
lule 4ind lyre." 

It is in the imagery of the poem that Drake's genius it 
preeminent. What, for instance, can be more ingenious 
that the ordeals prescribed had any " spot or taint " in his 
ladye-rloYe deepened the Fay's sacrilege : 

•' Tied to the hornet* s shady wings ; 
- Toss'd on the pricks of nettles' stings. 
Or seven long ages doom'd to dwell 
With the lazy .worm in the walnut shell ; 
Or eVery night to writhe and bleed 
Beneath the tread of the centipecjle; 
Or bound in a cobweb dungeon dim, 
Your jailer a spider huge and grim, / 
Amid the earrion bodies lie 
Of the worm, and the bug, and the murder'd fly.** 

Most appropriate tortures, these, for a fairy inquisition ! 
Even without the metrical accompaniment, how daintily 
conceived are all the appointments of the fairies ! Their 
lanterns were owlet's eyes. Some of them repose in 
cobweb hammocks, swinging, perhaps, on tufted spears of 
grass, and rocked by the zephyrs of a midsummer night. 
Others make their beds of lichen-green, pillowed by the 
breast-plumes of the humming-bird. A few, whose taste 
for upholstery is quite magnificent, find a couch in the 
purple shade of the . four-o-clock, or- the little niches. of 
rock lined with dazzling mica. The table of these min- 
nikin epicureans is a mushroom, whose velvet surface 
and quaker hue make it a very respectable festal board at 
which to drink dew from buttercups. The king's throne is 
of sassafras and spice-wood, with tortoise-shellpiilars, and 
crimson tulip-leaves for drapery. But the quaint shifts 
and beautiful outfit of the Culprit himself, comprise the 
most delectable imagery of the poem. He is worn out 
With fatigue and chagrin at the very commeiicemaat ^ 
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his joamey, and therefore makes captive of a spotted 
toad, by way of a steed. Having bridled her with silk- 
weed twist, his progress is rapid by dint of lashing her 
sides with an osier thong. Arrived at the beach, he 
launches fearlessly upon the tide, for among his other 
accomplishments, the Fay is a graceful swimmer ; but his 
tender limbs are so bruised by leeches, starfish, and other 
watery enemies, that he is soon driven back. 

The materia imdica of Fairy-land is always accessi- 
ble ; and cobweb lint, and balsam dew of sorrel and hen- 
bane, speedily relieve the little penitent's wounds. Hav- 
ing refreshed himself with the juice of the calamus root, 
he returns to the shore, and selects a neatly-shaped mus- 
cle shell, brightly painted without, and tinged with pearl 
within. Nature seemed to have formed it expressly for 
a fairy boat. Having notched the stem, and gathered a 
colon bell to bale with, he sculls into the midst of the river, 
kughing at his old foes as they grin and chatter around 
his way. There, in the sweet moon-light, he sits until 
a sturgeon comes by, and leaps, all glistening, into the 
silvery atmosphere ; then balancing his delicate frame 
upon one foot, like a Lilliputian Mercury, he lifts the 
flowery cup, and catches the one sparkling drop that is 
to wash the stain from his wing. Gay is his return 
voyage. Sweet nymphs clasp the boat's side with their 
tiny hands, and cheerily urge it onward. His next en- 
terprise is of a more knightly species ; and he proceeds 
to array himself accordingly, as becomes a fairy cavalier. 
His acorn helmet is plumed with thistle-down, a bee's 
nest forms his corselet, and his cloak is of butterflies' 
wings. With a lady-bug's shell for a shield, and wasp- 
sting lance, spurs of cockle-seed, a bow made of vine- 
twig, strung with maize-silk, and well supplied with net- 
tle-shafls, he mounts his fire-fly Bucephalus, and waving 
Ma Uftde of bluer gmss, «^^ds upward to catch a ** giim- 
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incring spnrk " from some flying meteor. Again tke 
spiriis of evil are let loose upon him, and the upper ele- 
ments are not more friendly than those below. Fays 
are as hardly beset, it seems, as we of coarser clay, by 
temptations in a feminine shape. A sylphid queen of 
the skies, " the loveliest of the forms of light," enchants 
the wanderer by her beauty and kindness. But though 
she played very archly with the butterfly cloak, and 
handled the tassel of his blade while he revealed to her 
pitying ear " the dangers he had passed," the memory 
uf his first love and the object of pilgrimage kept bis 
heart free. Escorted with great honour by the sylph's 
lovely train, his career is resumed, and his flame^wood 
lamp at length re-kindled, and before the " sentry elf* 
proclaims " a streak in the eastern sky," the Culpirit has 
been welcomed to all his original glory. 

It will be observed that the materials — the costume, as 
it were— of this fairy tale, are of native and familiar ori- 
gin. The effect is certainly quite as felicitous as that 
of many similar productions where the countless flowers 
and rich legends of the East, furnish the poet with an ex- 
haustless mine of pleasing images. It has been remarked 
that the dolphin and flying-fish are the only poetical 
members of the finny tribes ; but who, after reading the 
Culprit Fay, will ever hear the plash of a sturgeon in the 
moonlit water, without recalling the genius of Drake? 
Indeed, the poem which we have thus cursorily examined 
is one of those happy inventions of fancy, superinduced, 
upon fact, which afford unalloyed delight. There are 
various tastes as regard the style and spirit of different 
bards ; but no one, having the slightest perception, will 
fail to realize at once that the Culprit Fay is a genuine 
poem. This is, perhaps, the highest of praise. The 
mass of versified compositions are not strictly poems. 
Here and there only the purely ideal is apparent A 
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series of poetical fragments are linked by rhymes to other 
and larger portions of common-place and prosaic ideas. 
It is with the former as with moon-beams falling 
through dense foliage — ^they only chequer our path with 
light. " Poetry," says Campbell, " should come to us 
in masses of ore, that require little sifting." The poem 
before us obeys this important rule. It is " of imagina^ 
tion all compact." It takes us completely away from the 
dull level of ordinary associations. As the portico of 
some beautiful temple, through it we are introduced into 
a scene of calm delight, where Fancy asserts her joyous 
supremacy, and woos us to forgetfulness of all outward 
eyil, and to fresh recognition of the lovely in Nature and 
the graceful and gifted in humanity. 
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It has been well observed by an English critic that 
Poetry is not a branch of authorship. The vain en- 
deavour to pervert its divine and spontaneous agency into 
a literary craft, is the great secret of its recent decline. 
Poetry is the overflowing of the soul. It is the record of 
what is best in the world. No product of the human 
mind is more disinterested. Hence comparatively few 
keep the poetic element alive beyond the period of early 
youth. All that is s^enuine in the art springs from vivid 
experience, and life seldom retains any novel aspect to 
those who have long mingled in its scenes and staked 
upon its chances. A celebrated artist of our day, when 
asked the process by which his delineations were ren- 
dered so effective, replied, that he drew them altogether 
from memory. Natural objects were portrayed not as 
they impressed him at the moment, but according to the 
lively and feeling phases in which they struck his senses 
in boyhood. For this reason it has been truly observed, 
that remembrance makes the poet, and that emotions re- 
collected in tranquillity form the true source of inspira- 
tion. A species of literature depending upon conditions 
so delicate is obviously not to be successfully cultivated 
by those who hold it in no reverence. The great dis- 
tinction between verse-writers and poets is that the former 
seek and the latter receive ; the one attempt to command, 
the other meekly obey the higher impulses of their being. 
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The first thought which suggests itself in regard to Bry- 
ant, is his respect for the art which he has so nobly illus- 
trated. This is not less commendable than rare. Such 
an impatient spirit of utility prevails in our country, that 
even men of ideal pursuits are often infected by it. It is 
a leading article in the Yankee creed, to turn every en- 
dowment to account : and ahhough a poet is generally 
left " to chew the cud of sweet and bitter fancies," as he 
lists, occasions are not infrequent when even his seri^ices 
are available. Caliban's lowly toil will not supply all 
needs. The more " gentle spriting ** of Ariel is some- 
times desired. To subserve the objects of party, to 
acquire a reputation upon which office may be sought, 
and tQ gratffy personal ambition, the American poet is 
often tempted to sacrifice his true fame and the dignity of 
Art to the demands of Occasion. To this weakness Bry- 
ant has been almost invariably superior. He has pre- 
served the elevation which he so early acquired. He has 
been loyal to the Muses. At their shrine his. ministry 
seems ever free and sacred, wholly apart from the ordi- . 
nary associations of life. With a pure heart and a lofty 
purpose, has he hymned the glory of Nature and the praise 
of Freedom* To this we cannot but, in a great degree, 
ascribe the serene beauty of his verse. The mists of 
worldly motives dim the clearest vision, arid the sweetest 
voice falters amid the strife of passion. As the patriarch 
went forth alone to muse at eventide, the reveries of 
genius have been to Bryunt, holy and private seasonsi. 
They are as unstained by the passing clouds of this 
troubled existence, as the skies of his own " Prairies '•' by 
village smoke. . • ' 

Thus it should be, indeed, with all poets ; but we deem 
it singularly happy when it is so with our own. The ten- 
dency of all action and feeling with us, is so much the 
j^rerse of poetical, t\iat only the high, sustained and con* 
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sistent development of the imagination, would command 
attention or exert influence, l^he poet in this republic, 
does not address ignorance. In truth, the great obstacle 
with which he has to deal, so to speak, is intelligence. 
It is not the love of gain. and physical comfort alone, that 
deadens the finer perceptions of our people. . Among the 
highly educated there is less real enjoyment of poetry 
than is diiscovered by those to whom reading is almost a 
solitary luxury. No conformity to fashion or affectation 
of taste influence the latter. They, seek the world of 
imagination and sentiment, with the greater delight from 
the limited satisfaction realized in their actual lot. To 
them Poetry is a great teacher of self respect. It unfolds 
to them emotions familiar to their own bosoms. It cele- 
brates scenes of beauty amid which they also are free to 
wander. It vindicates capacities and a destiny of which 
they partake. Intimations like these are seldom found in 
their experience, and for this reason, — cherished and- hal- 
lowed associations endear an art which consoles while it 
brings innocent pleasure to their hearts. It is, therefore, 
in what is termed society, that the greatest barriers to 
poetic sympathy exist, and* it is precisely here that it is 
most desirable, the bard should be heard. But the idea 
of culture with this class lies almost exclusively in 
knowledge. They aim at understanding ^very question, 
are pertinacious on the score of opinion, and would blush 
to be thought unacquainted with a hundred subjects with 
which they have not a particle of sympathy. The wis- 
dom of loving, even without comprehending ; the revela- 
tions obtained only through feeling ; the veneration that 
awes curiosity by exalted sentiment— -all this is to them 
unknown. Life never seems miraculous to their minds, 
Nature wears a monotonous aspect, and routine gradually 
congeals their sensibilities. To invade this vegetative 
existence is the poet's vocation. Hazlitt says all that is 
18 
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worth remembering in life 1$ the poeti^ <^ it. If 9d, 
habits wholly prosaic are as alien to wisdom as to enjoy- 
ment ; and the elevated manner in which Bryant has ani- 
fbrmly presented the claims of poetry, the tranquil 
eloquence with which his chaste and serious rause ap- 
peals to the heart, deserve the most grateful recognition. 
There is something accordant with the genius of onr 
country, in the mingled clearness and depth of his poetry. 
The glow of unbridled passion seems peculiarly to be- 
long to southern lands where despotism blights personal 
effort, and makes the ardent pursuit of pleasure almost a 
necessity. The ancient communities of northern lati- 
tudes have rich literatures from whence to draw materials 
for their verse. But here, where Nature iy so magnifi- 
cent, and civil institutions so fresh, where the experiment 
of Republicanism is going on, and each individual must 
think if he do not work, Poetry, to illustrate the age and 
reach its sympathies, should be thoughtful and rigorous. 
It should minister to no weak sentiment, but foster 
high, manly and serious views. It should identify 
itself with the domestic affections, and tend to solemnize 
rather than merely adorn existence. Such are the 
natural echoes of American life, and they characterize 
the poetry of Bryant. 

Bryant's love of Nature gives the prevailing spirit to 
his poetry. The feeling with him seems quite instinc* 
tive. It is not sustained by a metaphysical theory as in 
the case of Wordsworth, while it is imbued with more 
depth of pathos than is often discernible in Thomson. 
The feeling, with which he looks upon the wonders of 
Creation is remarkably appropriate to the scenery of the 
New World. His poems convey, to an extraordinary 
degree, the actual impression which is awakened by our 
Iftkes, mountains, and forests. There is in the landscape 
of every coaniry son\e\,Vv\T\^ c\v«it«.cten8tic and peculiar. 
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The individual objects may be the same, but their com- 
bination is widely different. The lucent atmosphere of 
Switzerland, the grouping of her mountains, the effect of 
glacier and waterfall, of peaks clad in eternal snow, im- 
pending over valleys whose emerald herbage and peace- 
ful flocks realize our sweetest dreams of primeval life- 
all strike the eye and affect the mind in a manner some- 
what different from similar scenes in other lands. The 
long, pencilled clouds of an Italian sunset — glowing 
above plains covered with brightly-tinted vegetation, 
seem altogether more placid and luxuriant than the gor- 
geous masses of golden vapour, towering in our western 
sky at the close of an autumnal day. These and innu- 
merable other minute features are not only perceived bat 
intimately felt by the genuine poet We esteem it one 
of Bryant's great merits that he has not only faithfully 
pictured the beauties, but caught the very spirit of our 
scenery. His best poems have an anthem-like cadence, 
which accords with. the vast scenes they celebrate. He 
approaches the mighty forest, whose shadowy haunts only 
the footsteps of the Indian has penetrated, deeply con- 
scious of its virgin grandeur. His harp is strung in 
harmony with the wild moan of the ancient boug^. 
Every moss-covered trunk breathes to him of the myste- 
ries of Time, and each wild flower which lifts its pale 
buds above the brown and withered leaves, whispers some 
thought of gentleness. We feel, when musing with him 
amid the solitary woods, as if blessed with a companion 
peculiarly fitted to interpret their teachings ; and while 
intent in our retirement upon his page, we are sensible 
as it were, of the presence of those sylvan monarchs that 
crown the hill-tops and grace the valleys of our native 
land. No English park formalised by the hand of Art, 
no legendary spot like the pine grove of Ravenna, sur- 
rounds us. It is not the gloomy German forest with its 
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phantoms and baaditti, but one of those primal, dense 
woodlands of America, where the oak spreads its enor- 
mous branches, and the frost-kindled leaves of the maple, 
glow like flame in the sunshine ; where the tap of the 
woodpecker, and the whirring of the partridge alone 
Inreak the silence that broods, like the spirit of prayer, 
amid the interminable aisles of the verdant sanctuary. 
• Any reader of Bryant, on the other side of the ocean, 
gifted with a small degree of sensibility and imagination, 
may derive horn his poems the very awe and delight 
with which the first view of one of our majestic forests 
would strike his mind. 

The kind of interest with which Bryant regards Na- 
ture is common to the majority of minds in which a love 
of beauty is blended with reverence. This in some mea- 
sure accounts for his popularity. Many readers, even of 
poetical taste, are repelled by the very vehemence and 
intensity of Byron. They cannot abandon themselves so 
utterly to the influences of the outward world, as to feel 
the waves bound beneath them ** like a steed that knows 
his rider;" nor will their enthusiasm so far annihilate 
consciousness as to make them ** a portion of the tem- 
pest." Another order of imaginative spirits do not greatly 
aflect the author of the Excursion from the frequent bald- 
ness of his conceptions; and not a few. are unable to see 
the Universe through the spectacles of his philosophy. 
To such individuals the tranquil delight with which the 
American poet expatiates upon the beauties of Creation is 
perfectly genial. There is no mystical lore in the tributes 
of his muse. All is clear, earnest and thoughtful. In- 
deed, the same difference that exists between' true-hearted, 
natural affection, and the metaphysical love of the Pla- 
tonists, may be traced between the manly and sincere 
lays of Bryant and the vague and artificial eflusions of 
transcendental bards. Tke (otmer realize the definition 
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of a poet which describes him as superior to the multitude 
only in degree, not in kind. He is the priest of a uni- 
versal religion ; and clothes in appropriate and harmo- 
nious language sentiments, warmly felt and cherished. 
He requires no interpreter. There is nothing eccentric 
in his vision. Like all human beings the burden of daily 
toil sometimes weighs heavily on his soul ; the noisy ac- 
tivity of common life becomes hopeless ; scenes of inhu- 
manity, error, and suffering grow oppressive, or more 
personal causes of despondency make " the grasshopper 
a burden." Then he turns to the quietude and beauty 
of Nature for refreshment. There he loves to read the 
fresh tokens of creative beneficence. The scented air of 
the meadows cools his fevered brow. The umbrageous 
foliage sways benignly around him. Vast prospects ex- 
pand his thoughts beyond the narrow circle of worldly 
anxieties. The limpid stream upon whose banks he 
wandered in childhood, reflects each fleecy cloud and 
soothes his heart as the emblem of eternal peace. Thus 
faith is revived ; the soul acquires renewed vitality, and 
the spirit of love is kindled again at the altar of God. 
Such views of Nature are perfectly accordant with the 
better impulses of the heart. There is nothing in them 
strained, unintelligible or morbid. They are more or less 
familiar to all, and are as healthful overflowings of our 
nature as the prayer of repentance or the song of thanks- 
giving. They distinguish the poetry of Bryant and. 
form one of its dominant charms. Let us quote a few 
illustrations : 

" I've tried the world — ^it wears no more 
The colouring of romance it wore. 
Yet well has Nature kept the truth 
She promised to my earliest youth. 
The radiant beauty shed abroad 
On all the glorious works of God, 
Shows frankly to my sobered eye 
Each charm it wore Va dttj% ^ii<&\r3 . 
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** To him who, in the love of Nature, holde 

Communion with her visible forms, she speaks 

A various language^ for his gayer hours 

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 

And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 

Into his darker musings with a mild 

And healing sympathy, that steals away 

Their sharpness, ere he is aware. 
* « « • 

.... Then the chant 
Of birds, and chime of brooks, and soft caress 
Of the fresh sylvan air, made me forget 
The thoughts that broke my peace, and I began 
To gather simples by the fountain's brink. 
And lose myself in day-dreams. While I stood 
In Nature's loneliness, I was with one 
With whom I daily grew fam^iar, one 
Who never had a frown for me, whose voice 
Never rebuked me for the hqurs I stole 
From cares I loved not, but of which the world 
Deems highest, to converse with her ; when shrieked 
The bleak November winds, and smote the woods. 
And the brown fields were herbless, and the shades 
That met above the merry rivulet. 
Were spoiled, I sought, I loved them still-^they seamed 
Like old companions in adversity. 

« * « « • 

•• Stranger, if thou hast learned a truth which needs 
No school of long experience, that the world 
Is full of guilt and misery, and hast seen 
Enough of all its sorrows, crimes and cares, 
To tire thee of it, enter this wild wood. 
And view the haunts of Nature. The calm shade 
Shall bring a kindred calm, and the sweet breeze. 
That makes the green leaves dance, shall waft a balm 
To thy sick heart. Thou wilt find nothing here, 
Of all that pained thee in the haunts of men, 
And made thee loathe thy life." 

Nothing quickens the perceptions like genuine love 
From the humblest professional attachment to the most 
chivalric devotion, wYvaX keewvesa ^l ^t3&&\N^\Q^ is born 
under the influence oi tlbaX ifte\m% ^>Ktf3ci ^^^ ^>3iv|'^^ 
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obscuring clouds of selfishness, as the sun consumes the 
vapour of the morning I I never knew what varied asso- 
ciations could environ a shell-fish, until I heard an old 
oyster-merchant discourse, of its qualities ; and a lands- 
man can have no conception of the fondness a ship may 
inspire, before he listens, on a moonlight night, amid the 
lonely sea, to the details of her build and workings, un- 
folded by a complacent tar. Mere instinct or habit will 
thus make thfe rude and illiterate see with better eyes 
than their fellows. When a human object commands 
such interest, how quickly does affection detect every 
change of mood and incipient want — reading the coun- 
tenance as if it were the very chart of destiny ! And 
it is so with the lover of Nature. By virtue of his 
love comes the vision, if not "the faculty divine." 
Objects and similitudes seen heedlessly by others, or 
passed unnoticed, are stamped upon 'his memory. 
Bryant is a graphic poet, in the best sense of the word. 
He has little of the excessive detail of Street, or the 
homely exactitude of Crabbe. His touches, like his 
themes, are usually on a grander scale, yet the minute is 
by no means neglected. It is his peculiar merit to deal 
with ii wisely. Enough is suggested to convey a strong 
impression, and often by the introduction of a single cir- 
cumstance, the mind is instantly enabled to complete the 
picture. It is difficult to select examples of his power in 
this regard. The following scene from " A Winter 
Piece" is as picturesque as it is true to fact : 
.... Come, when the raing 
Have glazed the snow, and clothed the trees with ice ; 
While the slant sun of February pours 
Into the bowers, a flood of light. Approach ; 
The incrusted surface shall upbear thy steps. 
And the broad, arching portals of the grove 
Welcome thy entering. Look ! the massy trtinlcs 
Are cased in the pure crystal ; each light spray. 
Nodding and tinkling in the breath of heaven « 
U tttidded with itm ttusi^Xat% '^n^Xjet^^sv^v 
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* That stream with rainbow radiance as they morei 
But round the parent stem, the lung, low boughs 
Bend, in a- glittering ring, and arbours hide 
The glassy floor. 

. . . Raise thine eye, — 
Thou sees't no cavern roof, no palace vault ; 
There the blue sky, and the white drifting cloud 
Look in. Again the wildered fancy dreams 
Of spouting fountains frozen as they rose, 
And fixed with all their branching jets in air, 
And all their sluices se&led. All, all is light ; 
Light without shade. But all shall pass away 
With the next sun. From numberless vast trunks. 
Loosened, the cracking, ice shall make a sound 
Like the far roar of rivers, and the -eve 
Shall close o'er the brown woods as it was wont," 

As instances of the felicitous blending, of general 
with particular description, take the following : 

" And from beneath the leaves that kept them dry. 
Flew many a glittering insect here and there. 

And darted up and down the butterfly, 
That seemed a living blossom of the air. 

The flocks came scattering from the thicket, where 
Strolled groups of damsels, frolicsome and fair ; 

The farmer swung the scythe, or turned the hay. 

And *twiapt the heavy swaths the children toere at piay, 

m . * * *. • 

.... These shades 
Are still the abode of gladness ; the thick roof 
Of green and stirring branches is alive 
And musical with birds, that sing and sport 
In wantonness and spirit ; while below 
The squii rel with raised paws and form erect 

Chirps merrily. . . , 

• * • • • 

The massy rocks themselves 
And the old and ponderous trunks of prostrate trees 
That lead from knoll to knoll a causeway rude. 
Or bridge the sunken brook, and their dark roots. 
With all their earth upon them, twisting high, 
Breathe fixed tranqniWA^ . TYvt ivNviXfiX 
Sends forth glad souueis, wvd ttV^v^xv^ ^' «t V»\j«^> 
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Of pebbly sand, or leaping down the rocks* 
Seems with continuous laughter tp rejoice 
In its own being. Softly tread the marge, 
Lest from its midway perch thou scare the toren 
TTiat dips her bill in water." 

Bryant is eminently a contemplative poet. His 
thoughts are not less impressive than his imagery. Sen- 
timent, except that which springs from benevolence and 
veneration, seldom lends a glov^ to his pages. Indeed, 
there is a remarkable absence of those spontaneous 
bursts of tenderness and passion, which constitute the 
very essence of a large portion of modern verse. He 
has none of the spirit of Campbell, or the narrative 
sprightliness of Scott. The few humorous attempts he 
has published are unworthy of his genius. Love is 
merely recognized in his poems ; it rarely forms the sta- 
ple of any composition. His strength obviously consists 
in description and philosophy. It is one advantage of 
this species of poetry that it survives youth, and is by 
nature, progressive^ Bryant's recent poems are fully 
equal if not superior to any he has written. With his 
inimitable pictures there is ever blended high speculation, 
or a reflective strain of moral comment. Some elevat- 
ing mference or cheering truth is elicited from every 
scene consecrated by his muse. A noble simplicity of 
language, combined with these traits, often leads to the 
most genuine sublimity of expression. Some of his 
lines are unsurpassed in this respect. They so quietly 
unfold a great thought or magnificent image, that we are 
often taken by surprise. What a striking sense of mor- 
tality is afforded by the idea, — 

" The oak 
Shall send his roots abroad and pierce thy mould." 

How grand the figure which represents the erening 
air, as 

18* 
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' God's blessing breathed upon the fainting earth.** 

In the same poem he compares 

" The gentle souls that passed away,** 

to the twilight breezes sweeping over a churchyard,— 

" Sent forth from heaven among the sons of men,** 
Jlnd gone info the boundless heaven again,** 

And what can be more suggestive of the power of the 
winds, than the figure by which they are said to 
*• Scoop the ocean to its briny springs*' ? — 

He would make us feel the hoary age of the mossy 
and gigantic forest- trees, and not only alludes to their 
annual decay and renewal, but significantly adds, 

" The century-living crow 
Whose birth was in their tops, grew old and died.** 

To those who have never seen a Prairie, how vividly 
does one spread before the imagination, in the very open- 
ing of the poem devoted to those " verdant wastes ;" 

" There are the gardens of the desert, these 

The unshorn fields boundless and beautiful. 

For which the speech of England has no name — 

The Prairies — I behold them for the first, 

And my heart swells, while the dilated sight * 

Takes in the encircling vastness. So they stretch 

In airy undulations far away. 

As if the ocean in his gentlest swell. 

Stood still with all his rounded billows fixed 

And motionless for ever. Motionless ? 

No — they are all unchained again. The clouds 

Sweep over with their shadows, and beneath. 

The surface rolls and fluctuates to the eye ; 

Dark hollows seem to glide along and chas« 

The sunny ridges." 

He speaks of the beaver as rearing " his little Venice ;" 
and the lonely place where the murdered traveller met his 
doom, 18 indicated in a brief stanza : 



BRYANT. 

The reH-bird warbled as he wrought 

His hanging nest o'erhead, 
JindfearleM near the fatal spot 

Her young the partridge led.** 

The unconscious flight of time, as years advance, is 
finely illustrated thus : 

" Slow pass our days 
In childhood, and the hours of light are long 
Betwixt the morn and eve ; with swifter lapse 
They glide in manhood, and in age they fly ; 
Till days and seasons flit before the mind 
As flit the snow flakes in a winter^ s storm. 
Seen rather than distinguished.'* 

We are made to realize the antiquity of Freedom by a 
single expression : 



* thou didst tread 



The earliest furrows on the mountain side* 
Soft toith the deluge." 

The progress of Science is admirably hinted in a line 
of " The Ages," when man is said to 

*« Unwind the eternal dances of the sky.** 

In^nces like these might be multiplied at pleasure, to 
illustrate the efficacy of simple diction, and to prove that 
the elements of real poetry consist in truly grand ideas, 
uttered without affectation, and in a reverent and earnest 
spirit. 

A beautiful calm like that which rests on the noble 
works of the sculptor, breathes from the harp of Bryant. 
He traces a natural phenomenon, or writes in melodious 
numbers, the history of some familiar scene, and then, 
with almost prophetic emphasis, utters to the charmed 
ear a high lesson or sublime truth. In that pensive hymn 
in which he contrasts Man's transitory being, with Na- 
ture's perennial life, solemn and affecting as are Jtbe im- 
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ages, they but serve to deepen the simple monition at the 
close: 

•' So live, that when thy summons comes, to join 
The innumerable caravan that moves 
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take 
His chamber in the silent halls of deaths 
Thou go not like the' quarry slave at night. 
Scourged to his dungeon, but sustained and soothed 
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave. 
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.** 

In " The Fountain," after a descriptive sketch that 
brings its limpid flow and its flowery banks almost pal- 
pably before us, how exquisite is the chronicle that fol- 
lows ! Guided by the poet, We behold that gushing 
stream, ages past, in the solitude of the old woods, when 
canopied by the hickory and plane, the humming-bird 
playing amid its spray, and visited only by the wolf, 
who comes to "lap its waters," the deer who leaves her 
" delicate foot-print," on its marge, and the " sloW-paced . 
bear that stopt and drank, and leaped across." Then the 
savage war-cry drowns its murmur, and the wounded 
foeman creeps slowly to its brink to " slake his ^death- 
thirst." Ere long a hunter's lodge is built " with poles 
and boughs, beside the crystal well," and at length the 
lonely place is surrounded with the tokens of civilization: 

** White cottages were seen 
With rose trees at the windows ; barns from which 
Swelled loud and shrill the cry of chanticleer, 
Pastures where rolled and neighed the lordly bors^ 
And White flocks browsed and bleated. 
• ' • • • • . • 

. . . Blue-eyed girls 
Brought pails, and dipped them in thy crystal pool. 
And children^ ruddy cheeked and flaxen haired, 
Gathered the glistenVxkf^ cqw%\v^ Itom \\& ^d^^^.** 
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Thus the toinstreU even 

" From the gushing of a simple ^ount. 
Has reasoned to, the mighty universe." 

What a just respect for humanity, recognizing its sa- 
cked claims with poetic emphasis, breathes in the '* Disin- 
terred Warrior:" 

«* Gather him- to his grave again. 

And solemnly and softly lay, 
Beneath the verdure of the plain. 

The warrior's scattered bones away. 
Pay the deep homage taught of old. 

The homage of man*8 heart to death; 
JVhr dare to trifle with the mould 

Once hallowed by the Almightjfa breath,^* 

The very rhythm of the stanzas "to a Waterfowl," 
gives the impression of its flight. Like the bird's sweep* 
ing wing, they float with a calm and majestic cadenceHo 
the ear. We see that solitary wanderer of the " colli 
thin atmosphere ;" we watch, almost with awe, its serene 
course, until " the abyss of lieaven has swallowed up its 
form," and then gratefully echo the bard's consoling in- 
ference : 

« He who from zone to zone, 

puides through the trackless air thy certain flight. 

In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will guide my steps aright.** 

But it is unnecessary to cite from pages so familiar ; 
or we might allude to the grand description of Freedom, 
and the beautiful " Hymn to Death," as among the noblest 
specimens of modem verse. The great principle of Bry- 
ant's faith is that : 

*' Eternal love doth keep 
In his complacent arms, the earth, the air, the deep." 

To set forth in strains the most attractive and lofty, this 
glorious sentiment, is the constant aim of his poetry. 
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Gifted must be the man who is loyal to so high a Tocar 
tion. From the din of outward activity, the vain turmoil 
of mechanical life, it is delightful and ennobling to turn to 
a true poet,— one who scatters flowers along our path, and 
lifts our gaze to the stars, — ^breaking, by a word, the spell of 
blind custom, so that we recognize once more the original 
glory of the Universe, and hear again the latent music of 
our own souls. This high service has Bryant fulfilled. 
It will identify bis memory with the loveliest scenes of 
his native land, and endear it to her children forever. 
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EXHIBITED IN THE ADTENTUBES OF 

BELZONI IN EGYPT AND NUBIA: 

Jn which an account Is given of his discoveries among the Pyramids. In 
the Ancient Tombs, «m(Mig the Riiina of Temples and Cities, in the Der- 
•rts, an4 on liie Sbores of tbe Red Sea; related ^ a very iaieraitiiic 




C. S. FRANCIS & CO. are Agents for the following Reviewi 
and Magazinesi and forward them regularly to all parts of the 
country : — 



Price per year. 
North American Review, . gbW 
American Journal of Medical 

Sciences, 5 00 

Silliman's Journal of Science, 6 00 

Dial, 300 

Democratic Review, . . . 5 00 
Christian Examiner, . . . . 4 00 
Museum of Foreisn Literature, 6 00 
Jouraal of Franklin Institute, 6 00 
Bell's Medical Library, ... 6 00 
Knickerbocker Magazine, . . 5 00 

Law Library, 1000 

Southern Literarv Messenger, 6 00 
Godey's Lady's Book, ... 3 00 
Graham's Lady's and Gentle- 
man's Magazine, . . . . 3 00 
Lady's Companion^ . . . . 3 00 
Merchants' Magazme, . . . 5 00 



Prieeperfem 
Parley's Ma^^ine, . . ^gflOO 
Monthly Miscellany of Reli- 
gion and Letters, . . . . 3 00 
Monthly Chronicle, . . ^ . 3 00 

REPRINTS. 

London Quar. Review, . / f \ 3 00 
Edinburtrh Review, . . ) 1 3 f 3 00 
Foreign lleview, . . .ifji300 
Westminster Review, . ( ^ / 3 00 
Blackwood's Magazine, . .400 
Dublin University Magazine, . 400 
Bentley's Miscellany, . . . 5 OU 
Medico-Chirui^cal Review, . 5 00 

Penny Magazine, S 26 

London World of Fashion, 
(monthly,) 800 



C. S. F. & Co. also import all the British PeriodiccHSf and they 
will supply Individuals, Clubs, Societies, and Public Institutions, 
with whatever Periodical works, American or English, they may 
require. Orders from any part of the world, accompanied by 
cash, or reference for payment in New York, will be promptly 
a f tended to. \^ 
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